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PREFACE. 



In arranging the prefent Colledion for the Prefs, a 
chronological order has been generally adopted ; and 
as fome of the Pieces will appear, from xheir dates, 
to have been written at a very early period, the Au- 
thor could wi(h that the candor of Criticifm would 
not determine upon the merit of the whole from per- 
ufing a few of the £rfl: articles ; aldioiigh he is fen- 
fible, on the other hand, that there are fome Read- 
ers to whom thefe Pieces will be far more attraAive 
than any of the others, even on account of their 
romantic extravagance, as better exhibiting the true 
Inamorato, than the more chaftened and rational 
fentiments of a maturer age upon the fame fubjeft. 
He muft confefs, however, that there is a little 
fallacy in the dates of a few of the earlier Sonnets^ 
which did not appear, at their firft produdliony ex- 

adly in the form which they now wear. The fsm.'^ 

a a 



XV TREFACE, 

timent exprefled in them was indeed the {ame, but 
the meafure was infinitely more fimple ; and it was 
not till many years afterwards that they underwent 
an alteration into the Sonfiet form, when that mode 
of poetical compofition became, On account of its 
brevity and precifion, the favourite and almoft ex- 
clufivc vehicle for all the Author's occafional efFu- 
iions. 

Of the Odes and Elegies he fliall fay notliing, iis 
they have nothing peculiar either in matter or mau- 
ler, except that one of the earlier Odes is attempt- 
ed in meafure without rhyme. But as the Sonnets^ 
whether original or tranflated, make fo large a por- 
tion of the Volume, it hiay not be improper in this 
place to dwell a little longer upon them. 

To the ftrift advocates for the legitimate Sonnet 
in all the rigour of the Italian mod/sl, many of 
thefc will undoubtedly be thought wholly unworthy 
of the title they aflume ; while thofe of a more ac- 
curate conftru£lion will, on the other hand, be 
laughed at by thofe who are inclined to confider 
the Somiet on a level, in laborious trifling, with the 
:An^grMi aud Acroftick. I truftj however, that in 



PREFACE. V 

diis Colle^lion there will be fomething accommo- 
dated to every tafte, how different foever in this 
{particular ; as I have attempted almoft every varie- 
ty of ftru£lure which the compafs of fourteen lines 
could admit, from that which employs only three 
rhymes, and thofe frequently of identical expreffion^^ 
^o that which is formed by thefimple union of tliree 
elegiac Stanzas and a Couplet. 

Befides this great diverfity of Manner, the Read- 
er will meet, in the Original Sonnets, with an equal 
variety in point of Matter. Amatory, Defcriptive, 
and Sentimental fubjedls, have hitherto been almoft 
the only topics on which the Sonnet has been ac- 
cuftomed to dwell ; but, befides thefe, I have fre- 
quently employed it in the enunciation of Critical 
opinions, a praftice in which I had but few pre- 
curfors ; artid even, in two or three inftances, I have 
attempted a ftill greater novelty, to give it a Comic 
or Ludicrous caft, of my fuccefs in which the Read- 
er muft determine. 

Moft of the Tranflated Pieces are from the Ger- 
man. Of thefc there are a few from the Tragedy 
of the Robbers; but the far greater number is 
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VI PREFACE. 

from the Sorrows of Werter. And here let me 
ftop to aflure thofe» whofe moral feelings may ren- 
der them fcrupulous with regard to the tendency of 
the laft of thefe works, that moft of my Imitations 
from it will be found to turn upon general fubje£ls, 
entirely unconncfted with his unfortunate attach- 
ment, and that there is not in any of them the 
flighted allufion to the dreadful cataftrophe which 
concludes the performance. 

Among the Tranflations, the Reader will find al- 
fo a few of the Pfalms in the form of Sonnets •, an 
attempt which the Author inclines to wonder that 
none of their tranflators had made before, as it is a 
form for which many of thefe venerable Pieces, on 
account of their brevity, are well fitted. 

He has only to add, that a few of the Sonnets 
have already appeared upon different occafions ; 
fcarcely however exceeding twenty, a very fmall 
proportion when compared with the whole. Not 
one of the Odes or Elegies has ever before met the 
public eye* 
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ODE I. 



GENIUS OF PINDAR. 



X O yonder Mountain turn thine eye. 
Where awful diffs, proj>6Ung fteep, 
Pendent (hade the hoary deepy 
And tow'ring fummits pierce the diilant ilcy : 
See, adown its Hiaggy fides, 
Torrents fierce* unnumber'd roll; 
Nought can flop their foaming tides. 

Nor aught their rage controul : 



3 &D E «• 

Treetf though finn, and rocks, though ftrongr 
Trees and rocks they bear along ; lo 

Till headlong) with impetuous bound. 
At once they phuige into the deep profound. 
And Father Ocean ftarts, affiighted at the found. 

11. 

But on the Mountam's topmoft heights^ 
Behold a flaming cai^ appears,. 15 

Which, in his bold and rapid flights. 
The Theban Bard ecftatic bears. 
From the fummit, lo,^ he fprings ; 
His bummg wheds pure Ethef's waTe divide : 

Sublime he thus delights to ride : 2a- 

The Eagle, oKmardi of the feather'd kind*, 

Attendant at his mafter's £de,. 

Waits his will, and fnuSs the wind* 

He takes his lyre : he ftrikes the Airings : 



<v f Piodar compares himlelf. to the eagle, Oljmp. II. 159. 



Tht fong it neither fweet» nor foft» nor toSHf 2$ 

But greatt irrqpilar and wild i 
And without art, without controiil» 
He ponn unbounded forth th' e£Eiifions of hia {a\JL 

III. 

' Four of the bright, cdeftml choir *, 

Recfin'd the golden douda among, 30 

Attentive liften, and admire 

The founds of his enchanting lyre^ 
And boldnefs of his fong« 

Olympian Jove himfelf is there : 
There is the monarch of the Ifthmian main, 35 

And he by whom the Pythian fnake was llain : 

There fits the Theban hero too, 

Whofe hand Ncmea's monfter flew ; 

* Thefe four deities 'were fuppofed to prefide over the Olympic, 
Ifthmian, Pythitn, and Nemean Games; to the celebration of the 
viAoriei obtained in whicbi Pindar principally devoted his Mufc. 
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'i 



4 Or D E s. 

Wh«, when his glorious toils were o*er. 
Triumphant reach'd th' immortaf fhore, 40 

Where now, in glittering bow'rs, he refts from care. 
And ^rts, in am'rous mood, with Hebe's golden hair. 

IV. 

How clear the iky !— The ftar of day* 
Darts down* fietx:e torrents of refplendent light ; 
The Bard, tranfported at the fight, 45 

Bids his feathered flave obey ; 
Conunands the bird aloft to rife. 
And view the fun with daring^eyes. 
HeiLnows the voiee^ he fpreads his wings : 
'Fierce at once he upward fprings-; 50 



£y iiM^tt ^etunf turr^at, 

Oltmc. 1.7. 
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And^ foaring high with fted&ft gaze, 
* Unfhrinkingy views the folar blaze : 
Defcending, then, refumes his wonted pkce. 
And (hakes his nifBed plumes with formidable grace. 



Merdeiits AfrU Z78X. 
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ODE 6. 



ODE U. 

Is She notiOore tlian painting can exprefs ? ■ ■ R owc« 



OH) for the famous Raphael's magk ait^ * 
To paint that Star of Beauty bright^ 
Eter prefent to my miiid. 

Though abfent from my view ! 

But much I fear that Raphael's wond'rous art 5 

Would fail to paint that lovely form ; 
Nor his glowing, vivid tints. 

Her matchlefs charms pourtray. 

What art could imitate her auburn hair, 

In graceful ringlets, waving foft, ro 

O'er her alabafter neck,^ ^ 

And fighing in the breeze ?«^ 



ODr«« 7 

'Buty A I how daring tbe attempti to fliow 
Her eyea^ thofe ladiaiit hmps of love ; 

Livihg lamps^ whoie light dx?ifie 1 5 

Illumes my darkea'd fciil 1 

^rom them alone my heart can pleafore know : 
Each beaming glance they dart on me 
Swift into my bofom giades,. 

And kindka rapture there* 20 

Thofe cheeksi where Lotc hb radiant banner wsLrt$t 
Twin'd with the rofe the lily pak ; 
Vermeil 1^ of InfcnMis hue» 

On which perfoafion dwdOB* 

Her bofom, too, that fnowy feat of love, 25 

That wifhful gaze of foft defire ; 

Charms like thefe, what (kill could reach, 
With them what colours vie ?•— 
A 4 
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What pencil could expreCi thofe looks, which breathe 
Bewitching foftnefs through the foul ; 30 

Or that touching, mcking found. 
The mufic of her voice ? 

But chief of all, thofe fimles, thofie fatal (miles, 
Whofe pow'r, alas I too well I know ; • 

Full of fweetnefs, full of love, 35 

But full of poifon too. 

Could I but call thefe matchlefs charms my own ;— ^ 
Away, thou fooHih thought, away !— 
I was bom to iigh and weep. 

To loYCi and love in vain, 40 

Ju/ii X7SX. 
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QDE nr. 

Bifogna, che per TAria io pog|^, 
JSei Cerchio della Luna; Aaigrrov 



QuEBN of the glitt'ring iioft of night; 
Array'd in candid beauty dear, 
Whofe fiknt hours of fober lighty 
Are ftill to Love and Fancy dear ; 
Dearer than Morning's purple ray. 
Or all the glaring charms of Day 

I While on thy radiance mild I gaze. 
Perhaps thine aH-pervading eye* 



JO OI>IS. 

That love-infpiring form furveys. 

For which I heave the wilhful figh ; lo 

That dazzling form, whofe rays divme 

Thy pale, faint glories, far outfhine ^ 

That form refplendeat, which to fee 

Mahgnant Fate denies to me. 

Y^h, could I fkim the limpid air, -15 

And reach thy cryftal regions fair, 
On fome peak'd moimtaih would I ftand. 
Of alahaller tipt with fbow, 
Whofe fummit view'd with eafe each landj 

And ev'ry fea bdow : 20 

Then would I caft my loaging eyes 

Where Abredomia's fpires anfe ; 

Then would I feaft my aching fight. 

With ardent gaze on Beauty's light $ 

That fweeteft light, whofe rays divine 25 

Once cheer'd this woe-beat heart of mine. 
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■ > 

Sot now no more her dianns I view i 

No more ker accents hear ; 
Thefe cruel thoughts my grief renevi^ 

And wake the ileeping tear. 30 



£JiM$Mrghf Ntv. X7Sl* 
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ODE IV. 

CliiMion men che Saver, Dnl>bar m'aggnta. * Dartsw 



ItIail, facred Doubt ! thou child (^ Fear, 
From all miftake and danger free : 
P^trent of Wifdom !— -nor to me 
Ijcb tham thy heav'nly offspring dear. 

On youth's uncertain^ flipp'ry (hore, 5" 

Thee Ignorance, thy mother, bore ; 

For when, with eager, trembling pace. 

She fled from Error's blind embrace, . 

Call'd by the voice of fage Diftruft, 

Fear, approaching, lent his aid, lo 

And from the brutal monfler's luft, 

Refcued the weak and helpleft maid* 
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Nor was the recompence deny'd, 

So jufUy to his merit due ; 

Nor long in irain the lover fighM : ij 

For.well the timid Tirgin knew. 

Her fteps, exposed to cv'ry (bare, 

Requir'd a guardian's conflant care ; 

And who fo well as cautious Fear 

That nice, important truft could bear ? 20 

Nor could (he hope, that he fhould long 

Defend her from the hand of wrong, 

Unlefs a ftrider, dearer tie, 

^ng^S'd the hufband's watchful eye. 

Hail, Doubt ! in Grecians fapient land 25 

AdoPd by Pyrrho's fceptic band ; 

Thou furefl guardian of the young, 

From ra(h Prefuraption's giddy tongue ; 
To Learning's modeft fane thou furefl guide ; 
Thou fureft check to fcientific pride: 3 



14 ODES* 

Let none prefume tfay merits to defpife^ 

Becaufe thy progrefs tediout fcems and flowf 

Dear it thy name to all the truly wife, 

For they who never doubt> (hall never know. 
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MIDNIGHT: 



A LYRICAL FRAGMBNT» 



Darkness now, with dreary pow^r. 

Mantles Night's meridian hour f 

Awful Silence fleeps around; 

Wak'd by no diurnal found ; 

Nature's thoufand mouths are dumB^; " 5 

Where is now the bufy hum, 

Where the briik and bufUing throng, 

That late inceffant dancM along ? 

Thofe few hours that clofe the day^ 

Chas'd the glowing fcene away, le 

Int'rcft's ardour now is o'er ; 

Pleafure's revels burn no more f 
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Sufpended now each labour lies. 

And ev'iy ftrife and paffion dies. 

Still Attention's Hft'ning ear 15 

Not a voice of life can hear, 

Save at times the (boring found 

Of the youth my couch who ihares. 

By my fide in fii^mber drown'd. 

Free from fenfe and all its cares i 20 

Andy to eafe th' enchanted mind. 

Sleep's myfterlous language joined. 

A fudden voice, which broken feems, 

Uttered by the tongue of dreams. 



Jfreugbfon, Sept, 1781. 
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ODE V. 



l^OTE can boafl of joys and pains 
Beyond what vulgar Life contains ; 
Nor can he, whofe fober foul. 
Slave to Cuftom's bafe controul, 

Ifcver ventured once to ftray 5 

From the beaten, broad highway ; 
He who never dar'd to rove 
In fweet Fancy's fairy grove. 
E'er conceive the pangs of joy 

Which the Lover's peace deftroy 1 10 

Or the dear, delicious woe. 
Which denies a cure to know :«-* 



l8 ODtS. 

Sajy what would ye not refign, 

Ycy like me that hopdefs pine. 

One bewitching fmile to buy^ 15 

Beam'd from Beauty's angel eye ? 

What is pow*r, or pomp, or pride ; 

What is all the world befide ; 

When the heart with grief is torn, 

Pierc'd with Love, and broke by fcom ? 20 

All is then of languor full, 

Friends difguft, and books arc dull ; 

Ev'ry thought, and ev'ry care. 

Centres in the favoured Fair ! 

All his wifh, and all his aim, 25 

Is to drink the fatal flame 

From the love-infpiring eyes. 

Where the light of Rapture lies ! 

How can then the Lover's mind 

Ever hope a care to find, 30 

When the cruel, dire difeafe. 

Can his wayward fancy pleaCe ; 
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When the words and deeds of fcorn 

Are without refentment borne ; 

And to think his hopes are o'er, 35 

Only makes him love the more. 
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EGOTISM: 



A LYRICAL FRAGMENT. 



III. 

XSuT backward in the roll of Time, 
And noithward in a colder clime. 
Where Abredonia's fpires, with proud difdain, 
Behold the tumults of the German main, 
A Stream arofe : — ^by Heav'n defignM 
Through various fcenes its courfe to wind ; 30 
Through many a wild and dreary heath. 
Mute but to the voice of death ; 
And many a grove, with darkefl umbrage hung. 
Where Sorrow's lonely bird her plaintive anthem fung* 
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IV. 

At times, in more propitious hourSy 55 

When Love or Friendfliip's brilliant flow'rs 
Arofe, the naked glebe to grace ; 
Stung by the (harp, fevere, inclement fky, 
The dear exotics only bloom'd, to die ! 

Their (hort-liv'd glory foon was o'er ; 40 

Some cruel blafl their beauties tore, 
A.nd weeds of baleful hue fupplied their empty place. 

V. 

This Stream, for Liberty defign'd, 
In flavifh bonds was long confin'd ; 
And urg'd, for many ^ weary mile, 45 

Through defert fands its fruitlefs.toil : 
At laft, with confcious vigour fweU'd,^ 
The Spirit of the Flood rebelled ! 
At his command, the free-born wave 
Refum'd the rights which Nature gave f 50 

B 3 
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Broke ev^ry mound of oppofition ftroDg, 
And ndl'd its dcfious courfe tlirough Freedom'e fields 
along. 

VI. 

No fplendid bndges, long and widCf 
Bent o'er its wrave their arching pride ; 
No painted barge, whofe filken fiuk gg 

Lodge in their folds the wanton gales» 
Decked with its glittering pomp the lonely tide ; 
Nor, fraught 1>7 Conunerce, with her golden (tore, 
Did ever bufy bark approach the filent fboir. 

VIL 
The Mufe alone, the heav'uly Mufe, 63 

At times that defert haunt would choofe j 
And wander. there from dewy mom. 
Till Cynthia rais'd her filver horn ; 
Rcgardleis of the troubled air, 
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And of the profpefl Ueak and barcy 65 

And of the howling blaft> the whirlwind of defpair. 

VIII. 
There would (he fit, in wint'ry hours^ 
In Melancholy's leaflefs bow'rs ; 
And there, with magic art divincy 
From peniive Memory's faded flowers, 70 

Immortal chaplets twine ; 
And calm the current with her foothing fong. 
And bathe her lovely limbs the cryftal waves among« 
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ELEGIES. 



E IdEG IE S» 



ELEGY I. 

Qtupto gU caotai di Sdegno* 

Ricantar voglio d*Amor. Mitastasio. 



VV HENCE this unuTual tumult in my bread ? 
Why beats my heart, and flutters in its cage ?-— 
Was not the Tempeft once composed to reft^ 
Wlien fpent and wearied out with fruitlefs rage i 

A cure complete though Fate could not fupply^ 
My pangs I hopM would now be leis fievere $ 

Content at times to heave the tender figh ; 
Content at times to drop the lilent tear. 
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But Tain the hope, and vain the (hort refpite ; 

Again the fiirious winds, the deep deform, lo 

Obfcure the feeble dawn of Reafon*s Ught, 

And add new horrors to the mental ftorm. 

Oh, fatal Night ! in which the guardian pow'f, 

Of juft refentment, funk in flumber lay ; 
While tyger Paffion watched th^ unhappy hour, i^ 

Sprung from his den, and made my foul his prey* 

Fool that I was, to truft my feeble heart. 
Scarce yet recovered of its former wound. 

Where Danger lurk'd unfeen in ev*ry part. 

And foft Allurement fpread her fnares around^ 20 

Carelefs I flood, nor thought deflpidtion near. 

Until I faw (oh fatal fight for me !) 
That form, though ftill to recolle6Uon dear. 

Which Love, infulted, wifh'd no more to fee. 
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Then in my breaft Defire awak'd again, 25 

And eager gaz'd on Beauty's dazzling light ; 

Fierce tumults rag'd in ev'ry throbbing vein. 
And o'er my eye-lids hung the (hades of night. 

A crowd of foft ideas ruih'd at once. 

With force impetuous, on my feeble mind ; ,30 

And Memory thought of each bewitching glance, 

Each mark of favour I was wont to find. 

How rich in beauty was that fatal place ; 

What forms of love were then aflembled there ; 
I law full many a fweet enchanting face ; 3 J 

V'Yet, midft the faireft, She alone was fair ! 

The dulcet pow'r of melody combin'd, 

A love-infpinng pleafure to impart ; 
And to the notes fymphonious voices joinM, 

Pour'd thrilling foftnefs on the yielding heart* 40 
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Such fierce aflaOants how could I controul f 
Againft fuch powerful foes in vain I ftrove ; 

The foft infefUon feizM my burning foul ; 
I funk at once — and ev'ry thought was love ! 

All they whofe hearts the pow*r of pafiBon knoW| 4 j 
How hard to combat^ and how vain to fly, 

Excufe's veil will o*er my weaknefs throw. 
And view my folly vnth indulgent eye. 



AUrdetn^ April llZl. 
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ELEGY II. 

Writien at CroSibJioney near AhtrdceUi May 1786* 



Ach! was ich weU, kaxm jeder wiflen— Meln Herz hab ich allein. 

GOBTHK. 



Dbliohtful Stream ! whichy after abfencc Iong> 
With fond regard my partial eye furveys ; 

Whofe cryilal currenty as it flow'd aloDg> 
Beheld the frolics of my childifh days : 

Around thy banks, while Recolle£Uon's eye 5 

Explores the change which ciiding years have made> 

How oft my bofom heaves the penfive figh ; 
What various thoughts zny mournful mind invade ! 



s» 
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Here let me paiife ; — and to the iacred powV 

Of MeditatioD all my foul refiga ; — lO 

Indulge the feelings of the prcfient hour. 

And trace them back to thofe which once were mine. 

In this retreat my infant hours were fpent, 
Thofe hours of innocence and tranquil joy. 

When no deiires the quiet breaft torment, i; 

No paflions ruffle, and no cares annoy. 

Then how &rene was ev'ry palling day ! 

What trifles then could pleafure keen bellow | 
That pleafure pure, unmixed with Pain's allay. 

Which Life's maturer years can never know ! 2« 

Though Rcafon now fuch humble joys difdain. 
And feems aRoniih'd that they once could pleafe ; 

Can aught our prefent labour ftrives to gain. 
Reward our toil with happinefs like thefe ? 
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No forrow then the want of gold could move, 35 

To me» by tender Prudencey well denkd. 

But ne'er regretted, while parental lovet 
With fond indulgence, ev'ry wiih fupplied ! — 

(That lovct whofe worth was then too little known. 
And oft by thoughtlefs youth too light efteem'd ; 30 

Nay more-^>can all my tears the guilt atone ?— 
Sometimei, in Folly's hour, fuperfluous deemM :-— 

But now, alas ! by vain Repentance priz'd 
Beyond wSiate'er of blifs the world could yield ; 

In one maternal bofom late compris'd, 35 

And now, for ever, by the Tomb conceal'd i ) 

Of Life indeed I then but little knew ; 

But fure of Life replete with pain and woe, 
Where Vice and FoUy rife fo <A to view. 

To know but little, is enough to know. 40 

c 
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CddUal SdoKC^ with ber iacicd fight. 

Had not as yet my fimple iool refia'd ; 
But fore her £uipft gifts, thoogfa e'er So bright. 

To porchafe haqipiaeis were wdl'fc%n*d ! 

Would tame propitious pow'r that UHs reftore, 4^ 

' AndallthecmelpaftatODcedeftroy; 
For foch a bribe, how gbd (houki I give o'er 
Each fplendid (cheme wiuch. now my thoughts employ. 

Elyfian hours, from fear and forrow free ; 

Life% golden age *, when er'ry form could pleafe ! 50 
Than Fame or Science, dearer fir to me 

Thy peaceful ignorance, and blamelefs caSe f. 



* Ces Biem de TAge d*or, dent Tlmage cherie 
Pl(kt taot I mon enfance, Age d'Or de la Vie. Dbl^llc. 

Sophocles. 
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ThuSy as I mus'd the venknt banks along, 
. A (hape majeftic fudden rc^e to view ; 
Aged he feem'd^ but yet his age was ftrong, ^^ 

With fedgy crown adornM, and mantle blue. 

At once the Genius of the Flood I knew ; 

An awful graee prodaunM him more than man ! 
On me a ftevnr indignant glance he threw. 

And inftant thus his angry fpeech began : ' 6o 

Why dares thy difcontent, audacious youth. 
With vain complaints diflurb my peaceful fhore ? 

Attend in filence to the voice of Truth, 
Confeis thine error, and repine no more. 

That fimple fate, for which thy folly fighs, 6^ 

To yield content to thee was ne'er defign'd, 

Whofe thoughts the vulgar joys of life defpife, 
And only value thofe of Blifs refin*d» 

C 2 » 
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I ksow to thee the pea£uit's hamdj cheer 
As fweet would tafte as Pomp's lazunons fere ; 70 

Thy thirft I know prefers my cryftai dear» 
To all that Bacchus boafb of xich and mre. 

To thee more (oft this couch of venial flowers 
Than iilken feats with Tyriaa purple fpread-; 

And the dark umbrage of my wiUowM bow'rs 75 

Than painted halls, and roofs with gdd inhid. 

But think that Life comprifes more, than thele ; 

Refled what pow'rs within thy bofiran reign.; 
Could fuch a fcheme or Love or Fiiendihip pleafe ? 

And would not Tafte the Tulgar blifs difidain ? So 

Sayi could thy nkeneGi now.fubmitto wear 
Some ruftic Beauty's coarfe but eafy chain ; 

Without difguft her downifh accents hear. 
And view her aukward mien without difdain ? 



C L S G I B 8. 37 

Content with her to wafte your humble days, 85 

Could you at once each higher hope give o'er ; 

Extol her vulgar charms with partial praife. 
And think dF Grace and Elegance no more ?— 

Thofe earsy which once enjoy'd the dear delight, 

To dnnk th* eSufioris of Alcindor^s mind ♦, 90 

Where facred Friendfhip pourM its genuine light. 
And manly Senfe with youthful Fancy join'd ; 

Could they with patience now endure to hear 
Some peafant youth, in mean ungraceful ftyle. 

Record fome tale of fuperftitious fear, 95 

Or jeft, of fordid phrafe and meaning vile ? — 

Could fuch a bribe induce thy recklefs hand 
Thofe keys of mental treafure to refign, 

• To drink the foft effiifion of her finilcs. Ake n sid c . 

c S 
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Which all the various gates of Tafle command. 

And Biakc each region of Pa&massus thine ? loo 

CouldH.thou confent to be again confin'd 

Within the limits of thy native tongue ; 
Deprived of all that beamM from Homer's mind. 

Of all that Pexeaech iigh'd •, and Viegjl fung ? 

Robb'd of thy darh'ng Cam gens' epic page, 105 

Shut out from all Voltaire's enchanting profe— - 

From all the nicer ftrokes of Quixote's rage, 
And all the glowing tints of Werter^s woes ? 

Seek not in vain what Natnie has denied. 

At once to tafte the clear and quiet fpring, no 

And draw your bev'rage from its ampler tide. 

To which a thoufand ftreams their.tnbutej>ringf • 

• Petrarque foupira fes Vers et fes Amours. Voltaire. 

f Flatter not your felf with contrarieties of j)leafure. No man 
can at the fame time fill his cup from the fource and from the 
mouth of the Nile. Johnson's Rassklas, ch. zzix* 
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Hope not to feel at once the cool delight 
Which meek Aurora's dewy prefence brings^ 

And the warm powV of that effulgence bright^ 115 

Which Phoebus fcatten from his glowing wings. 

No longer murmur at the will of Heav'n ; 

To things which Fate permits thy wifh confine ; 
When fuch fuperior blifs to youth is giv'n. 

For childilh joys, 'tis folly to repine. 120 

Thus fpoke the wat'ry Pow'r, in tone fevere, 
And fttdden fought his native waves again ; 

The fpeeoh was full of truth to Reafon's ear. 
But ftronger Feeling found, his words were vain. 



c 4 
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ELEGY III. 

Wfktem at MoumUf m j4ienken/biref July 1786. 



Ach ! dafs die Freundinn meiner Jngend dahin ift.— • 
Nic werd ich ihrcr vergcffcn, nie ihrcn fcftcii Sinn, und ihrc got- 
t&iie DnldaDg.— 

GOETHI. 



VV^HY dioops my Soul in thefe congenial (hades, 
Wkcrc I (b oft with tranfport us'd to rove ; 

And whence the gloom which now my breaft invades. 
And clouds with horror this romantic grove ? 

Was it not here, that ftill by Summer found, 
I fpent in youth fo many a cheerful day ; 

In beauty drefs'dy while Nature finilM around, 
And all my little world of friends was gay ? — 
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But now the fcene is chtng'd ;— •where'er I turn. 

Some form of fiidnefs feema to meet my fight ;•« 10 

The glorious Sun himfelf appears to moum^ 
And (hnmds in duflcy Teii his radiance bright* * 

Each peariy flow'ret» to my penfive eye» 
Dropt on the ground a fympathedc tear ; 

And> gay no longer, with a mournful figh, 15 

Confenting Zephyr meets my penfiTe ear. 

The waibling choir, that us'd from yonder bow'r. 
So cheerful once to hail the purple Springs 

Seem now to feel the uoiverfal pow'r, 
And nought to me but notes of forrow iing. 20 

Ahy weU may Darknefs now thefe fcenes invade, 
And well through all her forms may Nature mourn ; 

For She is gone, whofe prefence grac'd the (hade. 
Gone to that land from whence is no return* 
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Andy lo I methinks from ev'iy opening tree 25 

Her nrach-loVd image burfts upon my fight ; 

Now from each cloud of mortal frailty free. 
And dqth'd in all the pomp of heavenly light ; 

Like thofe fair (hapesy which, in the haunted grove. 
Broke from the trees at I^men's fell command, 30 

And with alluring accents vainly ftrove 
To ftop the purpofe of Rihaldo's hand *. 

Stem Winter twice has bound the floods in chains, 
And twice the Spring unlock'd her flow'ry ilore. 

Since, full of health, (he left thefe native plains, 35 

Nor thought fhe left them to return no more ! 

Why did not Fate permit her here to flay, 
If here to ftay poflefs'd the pow'r to fave ? 

* Fermo 1 Guerrier nella gran piazza, affifa 
A magglor novitate allor le ciglia, &c. 

TA880, GiBR. Ltb. c. zviil ft. a6. 
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Or why, alas ! fo far from home con^qry 

To find) on diftant plains^ an early grave i 40 

But Love and Duty call'd !— a iiftcr dear. 
From Fever's burning couch^ inyok'4 her aid. 

She came — ^with pious hafle» and anxious fear— - 
And. for her life the precious ranfom paid ! 

How. great my joy, when firft the welcome news 45 

Of her arrival, feach'd my ftartled ear ! — 

« 
How blind, alas ! are all .our nanow views $ 

How iU we judge of good and evil here I— ~ 

With eager pace, apd panting heart, I flew, 

To hail her prefence on that fatal ftiore ; 50 

Nor cruel Fate's malignant kindnefs knew, 
That then we only met— to meet no more ! 

What dire fufpenfe enchain'd each tort'ring hour. 
From every thought what ihapes of terror fprung, 
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^VMc yet (he ftmggled with the fcv*riih pow*r, ^^ 

And Life tad Death in equal balance hung ? 

But Death prevaQ'd, and robb'd our laggard age 
Of that fair afye6t9 and that £urer mindy 

Where all combin'd affection to engage. 

And manly £enfe with female fwcetneft j<nn'd. 60 

Ah, how unlike to thofe, who down the tide 
Of FaihionH ftream the barge of Folly chafe ; 

Thofe daughters vain of Levity and Pride, 
Who now too oft the female form difgrace ! 

Who all their worthleCi fixiiles on Fops beftow, 6; 

And, ftill with fcom, the Man of Senfe behold ; 
Who Friendfhip ne'er, nor genuine Love can know ; 

Whofe heads are empty, and whofe hearts are cold ! 

Not fuch was (he ! — In that exalted nund 
Dwelt ev^ry virtue that de&rves the name ; 70 
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There teader Feeling re^a'd, and Tafte refiaM, 
And Friendfliip kindled there his pnreft flame !— 

Alasy that I» who once coold' proudly boaft 
Of that oneqnaUM heart fo large a (hare. 

Should now be left to ladie on all I loft, 75 

And talk with cruel Grief, and black Defpair* 

Ah me ! how oft through thefe romantic bowers 
Has that fair form my willing footfteps led, 

Whik^ winged with focial mirth, the precious hours 
Flew unregarded o'er my happy head. 80 

Oa me, dear Shade ! let that propitious eye, 
With wonted love and pity, ftill look down, 

From thofe refplendent feats beyond the iky. 
Where joys eternal now thy virtues crown I 

With guardian powV proted thy mortal friend, 85 

Whofc welfare once fo much cngrofs'd thy care ; 
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From danger ftill his hecdlefs hours defend. 
And (ave his virtue from Temptation^s fnare. 

From him thy memory ftill regard fhall claim»> 
And poVrful ftill to wake the fleeping tear^ ; 90 

The mournful found of Bellamira*8 name. 
Shall fadly foothe her Borgia's penftve earf . 



* Tf ittn^ff&f fv}«f iyif^. Callimacbui. 

t The perfon here lamented and the Anthor were accaftome<l 
to correfpond under thefe fignatures, in confequence of accidental- 
ly peruilng together Lee's Tragedy of Cxfar Borgia. 
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ELEGY IV. 



TO THE MOON. 



Niemals geh ich im Mondenllchte Spazieren, niemalti dafs mlr 
nicht der Gedamke an meine Verftorbeoen begegnete. 

OOITBC. 



QuBBK of the Stare, and Beauty of the Night ♦ ! 

To thee from riot and from crowds I fly ; 
Refolv'd a while to tafte the cahn delight. 

Which fleeping Nature's fhadowy fcenes fupply. 

Thy filent f^dendor fpeaks to Fancy's ear 
Of all that Memory with affe^Uon views, 



* Qaeene of the Sea, and Beauty of the Nicht. Lindsay. 
Who ia himfelf only an imitator : 
And faire Venusi the Beautie of the Nicht. Hinrtson. 
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Recalls each hour of life that once was dear. 
And ev'ry tender, penfive thought renews. 

It fpeaks of thofe who now, £rom bnghter climes. 

Behold with pity him they left l)elow, 10 

Alone to ftruggle in this Land of Crimes, 

This Den of Darknefs, and this Vale of Woe ! 

It fpeaks of Him, whofe kind paternal heart 
Perhaps too far indulg'd his wayward boy ; 

Nor thought how much his future days might (mart, 15 
For fuch fequefter'd hours of (tudious joy. 

SkillM in the various paths of Roman lore, 
Himfelf would oft the fchool-boy's taflc review. 

And guide his fleps, who wifh'd for nothing more. 
Thro' thofe fwectfcenesMiMAMDER*8fcholar drew*. 20 



• Terence. 
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With what emotions of paternal joy 

His fon't acquirements would he now furvey; 

With what delight behold his darling boy 
Range through the flow'ry fields of Science gay ! 

The Sire would view the Son with honeft pride^ 25 

By (kill furpafiing what himfclf could boaft ; 

Steer his light bark through Learning's ample tide. 
And touch by turns at eWry tuneful coail. 

Through Gallia^s profe, and Rome^s poetic choir. 
On which himfdf with rapture dwelt fo long ; 30 

Through all the lofty notes of Greci a's ]yre» 
And all the brilliant charms of Tuscan fong* 

Nor paufing there, through Spain's romantic land, 
And Lusitania's realm his coui*fe purfue $ 

Maintain fweet converfe with Germania's bandy 35 
And all the toils of Hebrew lore fubdue. 
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Nor yet with triumphft fuck as thefe content. 
Like PYRRHUSy always mediuting more * | 

RefolvM to march through Gothland's bleak extent^ 
And fragrant Asia's tuneful diines^ explore.— 40 

Of Her it aifo fpeaks, whofe firmer mind 
The failings of her child with forrow view'd j 

Who fbrove, but ftrove in vain, fomc cure to find, 
And fUD, untir'd, the fruitlefs talk renewM. 

Alas I fhe knew not his eccentric foul, 45 

Unfit to ftruggle in Preferment's ftrife ; 
Averfe from coil, impatient of controul. 

And hating all the cares of vulgar life. 

But form'd alone with rapid eafe to gain 
The various tongues of each poetic clime ; 50 

- — _ ^^__^,^ 

iTny f^ X'mXiVi X'^t^f h^Y^ft ^c* Plutarch in Ptrrho. 
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To fcan, with critic glance, each clafiic ftrain. 
Or wea^C) ia hi^ier mood, the carelefs ihyme« 

Oh, that tbt livMy to fee her alter'd child 

Free from that yok^ which bent him to the ground^ 

Which all hia youthful hours of joy beguiPd, ^^ 

And kept his pow'rs in flavifh fetters bound f 

Pleased with the change, her fon's romantic mind 
With more indulgence ihe would now furvey ; 

Who all the hopes of wealth at once refign'd, 

And found to happinefs a fhorter way. — Co 

But why fo foon did cruel Fate's command. 

Such dear, parental virtues, call away ; 
And leave their ofiRipring in a ftranger land, 

In midfl of danger and of doubt to (bay f 

He now no more their partial care employs ; 6^ 

For him no more their trembling hearts (hall feel ; 

» 2 
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Their {miles no more redouble all his jojSy 
And with the balm of Peace his forrows heal. 

Their voice no more (hall reach Affedion^t ear ; 

Their forms no more ihall meet AffefUon's eye ; 70 
No more fliall they the hours of ficknefs cheer. 

And with unwearied love each want fupply« 

And yety perhaps, tQ purer flames refin'dy 
That anxious Love may ftill his fteps purfue. 

With virtuous feelings prompt his youthful mind, 75 
And clear from Error's mift his mental view. 

May no rafh deed their offspring's fame difgrace, 
Wlule here he treads Temptation's thorny way. 

To tinge with blufhes each immortal face, 

And turn their fad reludant eyes away ! 80 

IjCt Honour ftiU his conftant breail infpire, 
And ev'ry paffion Reason's call obey ; 
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Let Virtue's pow'r fupprefs each low deiirey 
And ruk his aftions with feraphic fway ! 

Till Fate at laft the kindred fouls rejoin, 85 

When all the vain purfuits of life are o'er. 

In thofe abodes of endlefs blifs divine. 
Where death-divided friends (hall part no more t 

J^ii 1787. 
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ELEGY V. 

Written at Crathfiowy Sept. lySB, 



L/ALL, Mem'ry, back my Childhood's cardefs hourly 
And all that then could harmlefs pleafure bring. 

When calm I dwelt in thefe fequcfteVd bow'rs. 
Beneath parental Love's protefting wing. 

To frame with childifh art the mimic dome, 5 

Was all the labour then my moments knew ; 

•Through grove or lawn with devious fteps to roam* 
Or o'er the heath each azure fly purfue. 

When fiillen Winter chang'd the darken'd year^ 

Jocund I fate befide the kitchen fire ; .10 

While ruftic jefts amus'd my lift'ning ear, 
And riddles quaint, and talcs of terror dire. 
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But chief thalt tale my (hudd'ring foul poflebM, 
Of him the youth for felf-deftru^ion bom. 

But by a priefty his luckiefs fate that guefsM, 15 

In Danger's hour, from Satan's clutches torn. 

Thrice o'er his head the fatal noofe appear'd. 

While calm he dept at midnight's awful hour ; 
And thrice to Heaven the holy hands were rear'd, 
• Till pafs'd the feafon of the demon's power. 20 

How have I trembled in my lonely bed, 

Scarce daring once an upward look to throw. 

Left my yoang eyes fhould meet th' infernal thread, 
Prepar'd to fink me to the (hades below* 

Ev'n then enamour'd of theatric (how, 25 

With geftures wild, I ap'd the tragic iurs, 

Rehears'd in aukward tone the mimic woe. 
And rear'd and ranted on a ftage of chairs. 

D 4 



56 S L E G I B 5* 

My father's books at times my notice 6re^ ; 

I gaz'd with wonder on the learned ftore : 30 

But for myfdf JIP7 ftodies then' were few, 

Crusoe was mine, nor did 1 wifh for more : 

For there I read, with ever new delight, 
Of all that youthful fancy could engage ; 

There each event gave pleafure or affiright, 55 

And fplendid wonders rofe in ev'ry page. 

How did I tremble, when his (bulled eye 

Beheld the footfkep on the lonely fand ! 
How did I weep, when Friday aik'd to die. 

Rather than leave him, by his mailer's hand ! 40 

And, Goddefs, call to mmd that ruilic maid^ 
Who fed her .flocks the winding dreams along, 

With whom fo oft at ev'ning hours I ftray*d. 
And fondly liften'd to her artlefs fong : 
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And can that peafiemt youth, who then to me 45 

The pkce of comrade and of friend fnpplied. 

Ere yet my eyes conld nice diftin6tion8 fet^ 
And all was pleafwre unallay'd by pride. 

Oft let thy pow'r thefe early fcenes recall. 

Of calm content and unambitious eafe, 50 

When noTelty beftowM a charm on all. 
And taught each trifle and each toy to pleafe ; 

When all thofe Uafts that ruffle older dreams, 
K Ne'er broke the current of my peaceful day. 

And in the mantle wrapt of golden dreams, gg 

I fweetly pa&M the tranquil night away. 
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ELEGY VI. 

FOR DECEMBER 3!. 1788. 

T^ 3* i^i^ ; ■ Ptthagohas. 

Scd fbgit interca, fiigit irrepaur&bile Tempus. Ho r a c r • 



An me, it fliesy the fhort-livM Seafon flies, 
OrdainM by Heav'n for a6tioQ here below -; 

Which, when the Soul regains her native ikies, 
What (he has been, to future times may fhow. 

Alas, how idly have I fpent my hours ! 

What have I done that I refolv'd to do ! 
For what, as yet, have ferv'd my mental powers ! 

My fchemes how many — ^my attempts how few ! 
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And fee«— another year has paft away. 

And fcarcdy left one lafting trace behind ;«* lo 

Soon (hall my minutes reach th* appointed day. 

When all my fchemes muft be with life refignM. 

Hade, then, thou loitMng fool — and fleep no more,— 
Make ufeof time, while time is in thy pow*r ; 

Andy in efFuiions of thy mental ftore, 15 

Employ each moment of the paffing hour. 

Haile and purfue, with perfevering fire, 

That chofen tale which ev'ry heart muft move:; 
' And painty in tragic hues, the ftmggles dire 

Of Filial Virtue and fraternal Xiove. 20 

Or (hall the Mufe, with bolder fpirit firM, 

Sound for tha-t prince the trump of epic Fame, 

Whofe hon heart, with holy zeal infpir^d, 

To Afia's plains, to meet the Paynim came * ? 

* The Cnifide, an Epic Poem; of Which Richard Coeur de 
lAon was to have heen the hero. 
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Or let the darUng fcheme thy thoughts cngige, t$ 

Through all the fiow*ry fields of Taft« to ttxxf *, 

To trace his radiant courfe through ev'ry agc> 
In ey'ry dime his fplendid works furvey ; 

To give each deathlefs Bard his honour due ; # 

Their varioua fetes, in varying ftnans to tell ; 30 

'And point thofe virtues and thofe feults to view. 
By which they triumphMi or by which they fdL 

But, fliould the mind thofe tuneful chains decline^ 

Which on the Bard poetic laws impofe ; 
Be thine to pour upon the critic line 35 

The humbler elegance of graceful profe ; 

To trace the carelefs fteps of Drtden's Mufe f , 
Through all the mazes of her wide career ; 

' ' ' ■ I ■ . ■ II t I !■ 

* The Paradife of Tafte, on its original plan, including alio 
the Piaures of Poetry. 
f Critique on Dryden. 
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Commend with joy-^-wtth tenderaefs excufe— 

Blame wkk regret«-4ind cenfure with a tear. 40 

To guard from cavil G&ay's ecftatic foDg ; 

Each finifliM piece its proper rank affign ; 
And provcy though mark'd with imitation ftrongy 

That native genius glows in ev^ry line *. 

Or, while the Mufe, difdaining vulgar toils, 45 

By Fancy led, through fcenes of wildnefs roves^^ 
Through rocks and deferts — ^through enchanted iiles— > 

Infernal horrors— and Elyfian groves- 
While more than noortal mufic charms the ear. 

And (hapes fantaftic firike th' aftonifhM eye, 50 

To mark what various forms thefe beauties wear. 

And what romantic fprings their charms fupply f • 

* Critique on Gray.— A plan which the Author has now near- 
ly executed. 

f Critical £i!ay on die Romantic in Poetry ; — in which, though 
the Author has made little progrefs, he has not yet given up the 
idea. 
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But ftOl the £iv'rite tafk remains unfung ;: 
To trace the progrefs of my natiTC Mufe, 

From the firft accents of her infant tongue, 55^ 

To thofe which now her dying voice renews * j 

0*er the clear furface of her mirror bright. 
To mark the manners as they (hift along ; 

And place, in all the blaze of critic light. 

The fimple graces of her Doric fong. — 60 

But why fhould Fancy thus fo vainly ftrivej 
In queft of new purfuits, her pow'rs to fend ; 

Why fondly thus fo many fchemes contrive. 
Which not the longed life could hope to end ? 

Oh, rather let her now the faireft chufe ;• 6f 

To that alone her roving thoughts confine ; 



♦ Hiflory of Scotch Poetry— from the writer of the Afts of 
King Robert the Bruce, to the author of the Poem on HallowccB. 
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Each new purfuit, though ne'er fo bright, refufe ; 
And foreign ftudics all at once refign*— - 

But vain the hope \ — for this capricious mind^ 
Which hates reilridliony and difdains controulf 70 

Within one channel could be ne'er confin'd. 
But in meandering dreams delights to roll. 

But who will teach me now fome charm to find^ 
By "which to gain that perfevering powV, 

To conftant toil who chains the willing mind, 75 

And fills with induflry each ufeful hour ? 

Then might I hope, in confcious vigour flrong. 

Ere yet another circling year was o'er, 
To weave fome fragrant wreath of tuneful fong. 

Or fome refplendent work of critic lore* 80 

But much I fear, the fame perplexing ilrife 
Of rival plans will vex each fruitlefs day ; 

Till, like fome idle dream, the whole of life. 
In wild| romantic fchemes, be paft away. 
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SONNET I. 67 



E comincid ragg'andomi d*un rifo, 
Tal, chc ncl fuoco faria TuOm fclice. 

Dante. 



«* ^/ HAT woodland Nymph was ever half fo fair ! 

« Or which of all the Maids of Ncreus' race 
*' Could ever comb her waves of verdant hair, 

«« With fo much elegant, bewitching grace ?*' 

With fuch fond words I warmM the evening air. 
As late I pafs'd Enchantment's darling place. 

And Stefanilla viewM, arranging there 
Her auburn wealth around her lovely face ! 

Such were the words that gain'd fo fwcet a froile, 
As might have banifh'd ev'ry mortal care ^ 

Have cheer'd the manfions of eternal toil, 
And charmM the horrors of the lad defpair. 

Did ever words, which nought of flatt'ry borC; 

So rich a recompcncc receive before ? 

Ahtrdttnt Augufi Z780. 

E 2 
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I ^AW tKofe arms a thanklefs Child embraecj^ 

Whofe iv'ry round is Faradife below ; 
And whild angelic fmiles illam'd her face, 

She clofely prefsM him to her bread of fnow- 

How much I envy thee that blifsful place. 

Thrice happy Child, didft thou thy blifs but know f 

How fair the fiwin which gives that fweet embrace ! 
What ruby lips that precio«is kifs beftow ! 

The Stoic heart might mock defire fo low, 
And fcorn my weak and unambitious mind ; 

But fure to me the nobleft fate below^ 

To gain that in&nt's place, were well refign'd ; 
Like him, but happier far, to lie recliii'd^ 

On that luxurious couth of living fnow I 
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Ch'i*non fon forte ad afpettar la luce 
Bi quefta Donna. PcTaARCH. 



vJm thou, in whom my thoughts find all delight, 
Whence is the pow'r of which I now complain 4 

That pow'r, fubdn'd by which, my feeble fight 
The fplendor of thy glance can ne'er fuftain ! 

Although, when abfence wraps my foul xn night, 
I figh, and murmur, and lament in vain ; 

Yet ftill, when fate refljores thy beauty^s light, 
I wifh to hide me in the darle again. 

I know, when Sol has gain'd the middle iky« 

And darts on all below his flaming rays. 
He will not then permit one mortal eye. 

With i^mcy freedom, on his face to gaze : 
But to thy glance if equal pow'r be giv'n^ 
Why (hould the ufelcfc Sun ftill hold his place in hcav'n ? 

' «S^. X780. 



TO SONNET ir. 



JlIow fhort the date to mortal blifs aflign'd I 
How quickly xapture yields it place to woe ! 
Its worth, my Friend, we fcarce have time to know 

Ere it is gone, nor leaves a trace behind. • 

When tepid gales the chains of finoil unbind. 
Not with more hafte diffolves the winter fnow ; 
Nor fhadows fwifter crofs the plain below, 

When Ether's billows fly before the wind. 

Short is the date to guilty joys affign'd ; 
But why (hould ours no longer fpace endure ? 
Since ours were chaile as Virtue's jdeafures pure. 

And, though they fled, they left no fling behind. 
This thought alone our deep defpair can cure. 

And comfort give to our affliAed mind* 

Oa$lgr 1780. 



SONNET V. 71 



Difficile eft longom fubito dcponere Amorem. 

Catullus. 



Oh for oirc drop of that Lethean ftream, 

Whofe tafle oblivious calms the troubled mind. 

That fo the prefent hour my all might fecm. 
And fond regret might never look behind ! 

Oh, that I could forget that fairy dream. 

Where Hope fo late could ev'ry comfort find ; 

Where all was gilt with Pleafure's richeft gleam, 

And Love's fair wreath with ev'ry thought entwin'd ! 

Hard is the taik, at once to change the foul, 
And turn the fight finom all that pleas'd before ; 

To burll at once from Pafiion^s fond controul. 
And bid its influence charm the breaft no more. 

And yet I muft perform this tafk of pain. 

Before my wounded heart can .peace regain* 

E 4 



7J SONNET VI. 



^f HY (hould our little life be vaiiily fpent. 

In all the vik purfuits of fordid gain ; 
"Since Indian treafures cannot yield content. 

Nor regal pow'r the flight of Time reftrain ? 

For ends of higher aim were mortals fent. 
To pace fi while this weary world of pain 4. 

And fouls like theirs, on nobler objects bent, 
Should all fuch vulgar, mean purfuits difdain. 

Their taflc fhould be, to brave Temptation*8 pow'ry 
And all his fierce aflaults to render vain ; 

To ftand, unmov'd, AffliAion^s evil hour. 
And ftill with patient heart his rage f uftain 2 

To trace each path where praife or virtue lies, 

And fit their fouls at h&ior commerce with the fkict ! 

March I yi J. 



SONNET Vn. 73 



Ihe Trial's o'er :-^ut what propitious Pow'r 
To this weak heart fuch couri^e could fupply. 
And teach my tongue, in this tremendous hour. 
To fuch unlookM«for queftions to reply i 

Thofe bafhfid eyes, which, on the lih*ral ftreet, 
Scarce ever yet could ftand a ftraiiger^s ftare. 

Who nerv'd them now, the fearching gaze to meet 
Of Stefan ILL A^s vice-parental pair ? 

No falfe confuHon dafh'd my wonted hue, 

While I confefs'd how much then* ward was dear ; 

Though to their ibber fight full well I knew 
How wild my youthful paffion muft appear. 

Such is the ftrength from powerful Love that flows. 

And fuch the dauntlefs front that Innocence beftows ! 

Jtfne%4. 1781. 



74 SONNET VIU. 



^LAs ! and muft I here no longer dwell. 
When fomc few tranficnt fleeting days arc o*cr ? 

Mufl I to Ab&edonia bid farewell, 

And quit thefe regions, to return no more ? 

Thefe eyes, perhaps, muft ne'er behold again 
Of Stefanilla dear the form divine ! 

What Lover's bofom could the thought fuftain ? 
How then a heart that bums and bleeds like mine ? 

Yet one fidnt ray of hope my fpirit cheers 
When fome long nights and weary days are oVr, 

A time may come to end my exil'd years. 
And Abredonia to thefe eyes reftore. 

This hope alone to me can comfort give. 

And make this fick'ning heart endure to Uvc. 

Jitne 1781. 



SONNET IX. ^5 

Nad fei, (ah doces aguas!) nao fei quando 
Vo8 tornarei a ver. Camocns. 



Farewell, thou Father of the cryftal Dec ! 

Whofc waves, Smooth-gliding, wafh my native walls : 
Thy ftream, revifited fo oft by me, 

A thou(and pleafing images recalls. 

No more (halt thou behold my footdeps llray, 
In penfive mood, thy verdant banks along ; 

No more with thee I wafte the carelefs day, 
And pour melodious forth the flood of fong. 

And yet where'er, by fate compellM, I go, 
Whatever climes may interpofc between. 

Still in my fong thy flream (hall fweetly flow. 
Thy banks fliall flourifh with eternal green. 

Or may the Mufe infpirc my breaft no more. 

Whene'er thefe faithlefs Kps the darling theme give o'er. 

Jmu 1 781. 



16 SONNET X. 



DkoCo feja quern eilando aufente, 
Nao fente mais que a pena das lembran^as. 

Camoens. 



Xo thefe accuftom'd walls I bid farewell. 
Where late I thought my deareft treafure lay, 

Where late I thought that Love would deign to dwell, 
And gild my future life with comfort's ray. 

Had it been fo, with what a mighty fwell 
Would PdBon's tide have whelm'd this parting day ! 

And yet this heart, to tafte of Pleafure's well. 

Would ne'er have grudg'd the painful price to pay. 

Full well I know, that Sorrow's darkeft hues 
Muft tinge that cruel hour when lovers part ; 

Yet would I more fuch tranfient darknefs chufe« 
Than the long twilight of the vacant heart ; 

Whofe lucklefs fearch no where can comfort find. 

Which fees no hope before, and dares not look behind. 



SONNET XI. 77 



^ £d 2 fi fpento ogni bcnigno Lume 
Del Ciel, per cui s'informa umana vita. 

PETRARCA. 



Whbrb now, alas! are thofe hetoic light»i 
Who ftfll, for others* cafe, forgot their own ; 

Whofe manly virtue foar'd exalted height 6» 

To thefe weak, modem, laggard times unknowti ? 

Where now thofe powerful fparks of facred flam« 
Which rous'd thefe giant fouls to deeds divine^ 

Which warm'd their breads with many a gen'roos aim» 
And urg*d them on to many a great defign ? 

By mean purfuitSy to narrow views confined. 

By flavifh forms in cv'ry motion croft ; 
Now cutb'd it all the freedom of the mind^ 

And all the vigour of the fpirit loft. 
Why liv'd not I, when Nature ruPd the ball ? 
Or, if not fo, why did I live at all ? 



,8 SONNET Xn. 



Db SIRES and wants, which Nature never knew. 
In this vile age, have all our thoughts engroft ; 

While worthier ohjefls feldom rife to view. 

And, when they do, we count thofe moments loft. 

But ftrong the bias was which Nature gave, 
Ev*n from its birth, to this eccentric foul. 

Which Cuftom's tyrant laws could ne'er enflave. 
Nor £alfe, fantaftic Fafhion's wild controul. 

Yet, by Life's op'ning fcene though much difmay'd, 
With quick difguft my youthful heart recoils. 

Afraid to venture through the tangling (hade, 
Which hides Profcflion's particolour'd wiles ; 

I muft fubmit to trace the thorny maze, 

And give to care and toil my beft and fweeteft days. 

'January 178a. 
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DUpregiator di quanto *1 Mondo brama. Petrarch. 



X1.0W blell 18 hcy who, for the love of gaiii> 
(A love, I fear, that never will be mine). 

With cheerful heart can cv'ry toil fuftain, 
And Freedom's felf without a figh refign I 

For me, how oft mull I lament in vain. 
The wayward tafte of thefe romantic eyes, 

Which many an objeft view with fix'd difdain. 
That all the woild befides agree to prize ! 

Content through Life's fequefterM vale to glide. 
By Wealth unloaded, and to Fame unknown, 

If Friendfbip^s foliage deck'd my fouling iide. 

And Love's fair flowerets on my banks had blown ; 

And were the Mufe her voice at times to join, 

All that this heart defoxs would then be mine. 



lo SONNET XIV. 

TIME AND PLACE. 
Mais les Terns font changes, anffi bien que les Lieaz. Racin 



Jtlow dear that TimCy on which the wcepiiig thought 

Of penfive Memory. dcKghts to dwell ; 
When each new day Ibme glorious triumph brought 

Beyond the pow'r of eloquence to tell J 

How dear that Place, the Paradife of Thought, 
Where facred Love and FriendAup us*d to dwett; 

Where echoes faint in ev'ry gale are brought. 
That ftill to Fancy's ear of plcafure tell ! 

On eagle wing the hours of, rapture flew. 
And from this bofom ev'ry comfort bore ; 

Reludant Sorrow bade thofe fcenes adieu. 
Which ftill to me a {leafing afpedk wore. 

The fcenes of BHfs again thefe eyes may view. 
But Pleafure's feafbn will return no more ^ 

January 1783. 



SONNET XV. it 



± HE much-afflided hours of Life to cheer. 
And giM thedarknefs of our weary way^ 

Kindled by HeaT's, three facred Lamps appear. 
And- give the promife of a fairer day. 

That ardent flame which bums on Beauty's (hrihe, 
CelefUal Friendfhip's pure and holy fire. 

And that refplendent Star, whofe rays dirine. 
With thoughts rcfinM, the foul of Tafte infpire t 

Without the friendly light which thcfe impart, 
How mean, how worthlefs, were the world below I 

Devoid of all that charms the noble heart. 
And cheers our (hort-livM intervals of woe. 

Let thcfe propitious ftill around me (hine. 

And gild my humble roof with light divine 1 

May 1783. 



82 SONNET XVI. 



De dia, em penfamcntos que voavao ; 
De noite, em doces fonhos que mentiao. Ca mo e n s. 



X Hou faireil work of Nature's partial hand, 
A hearty two tedious years in abfence tried. 

Once more prefumes thy favour to demand. 
That gift for which he now fo long has figh'd. 

Though far from thee, and far froin ev'ry joy, 
Condemn'd to dwell, by Fate's feverc decree. 

Nor time nor abfence could the flame deftroy, 
JFor ftill his waking thoughts were full of thee* 

Nor lefs when Slumber feal'd his wearied eyes. 
And mimic Fancy rul*d the fairy fcene. 

In ev'ry dream he faw thy form arife. 

Nor knew the cruel fpace that lay between. 

Deign then, fweet Maid, to cheer his drooping mind. 

For heav'n-bom Beauty (hculd, like Heav'n, be kind ! 

Aberdeen fAug» 1 7 83. 
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X HREB times the fun ha» trod hi« annual roundy 
And led along the lengthenM Summer's eve^ 

Since firft thy beauty gave the direful wound» 
Which thy compaiSon can alone relieve. 

In vain did Reafon's voiccy with friendly found. 
Exhort me itill that endlefs path to leave *, 

Where artful Danger fpreads her fnares around. 
And Hope, the flatt'rer, fmiles but to deceive,* 

But if to thee g warm and conftant heart. 
For aU the tender ties of Love defign'd, . 

Sincere and iimple, void of ev'ry art, 
By virtue guided, and by tafte refin'd ; 

If this from thee can aught of favour gain. 

Forbid thy faithful Have to figh in vain, 

Augyft 1783. 

• Rahift rah eflike, ke hije(h kunare nift. Ha^ez. 

Via eft via Amorii, cui nulias terminus eft. 

F Z 
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1m vain, great Caktbell'*, did thy (kill to^&y 

Expouad to me Isaiah's page fublimey 
' O'er each dark pailkge pour the critic xay. 

And range throngh facred lore's extenfive clime. 

Thofc powers of thine, O Abredomia's pride! 

By me fo much at other times admir'd. 
Were loft on him who fate by Beauty's fide. 

And. fondly ga2'd on all his foul defied. 

The Tafte that (hould have mark'd thy Ipcid ftyle. 

On Stefahilla's face was all employ'd ; 
, And Reafon, form'd to prize thy reafon's toil. 

By Paflion's fiery ftorm was all deftroy'd. 
But if for fuch a fault excufe can lie. 
Then fure a lave like mine may that excufe fupply. 

Avgufi 24. 1783. 

• <Dr. George Campbell, Author of the Philofophy of Rhetoric, 
the Effay on Miraclci, and the Tranilation of the Gofpcl*. 



SONNET XIX. »t 



How faft, my Friend, thofe lovely pidures fade, 
Which once we fondly thought could ne'er decay t 

Where now tfce lively hues they once difplayM, 
When Paffion's pencil marked their colours gay ? 

Now has the felf-devouring Snake of Time 
Completed thrice his annual banquet dire. 

Since that ecftatic month of blifs fublime, 
Which dfill'd our future hours with vain deiire : 

That Month, which now appears a gaudy dream, 
Compar'd with which (I (hudder while I fay) 

Our whole fuccecding life would only feem 
One folitary, cheerlefs Winter's day. 

Let then the Mufe record thefe fcenes of joy. 

Before the hand of Time their fading forms dcAroy i ' 

Stptemhtr 1783. 

F 3 



86 SONNET XX. 



ON REPERUSING A JUVENILE POEII« 



\Vhivi I review thefe rude, anfiniihM lay8» 
To celebrate the deeds of Guy defign'd. 

And deem'd to merit once no Tulgar praifep 
But nbw difdain'd by judgment more refinM ; 

Though Tafte in ev*ry line fome fault furveya, 

In ev'ry line I ftill can pleafure find. 
Since ev*ry lice recalls thofe blifsful days. 

When Love was new, and Stefanilla kind. 

Of all my life, the beft and brighteft hour 
]Beheld the birth of thefe impei-fedl (trains ; 
.And iliU each precious word to me retains 

The balmy fcent of Plcafure*8 myrtle bow*r.: 
This caufe alone the hand of Tafte reftrains. 

And faves thefe rugged rhymes from Vulcan's pow^f . 

Edinburgh f Dec* 1 783. 



.SONNET XXI. 87 

In dncm fchSnem Leib wohnc eine fch5nre Seek. Hal|.ea. 



1 HOUGH Snvy^s gaze Maria's fonn defies. 
And native grace her ev'ry motion guides ; 

Though more than magtc iflues from her eyes. 
And more than beauty on her cheek reiides; 

Yet, by experience taught, full well I know. 
That charms like thefe too oft a foul difguife, 

Whofe cruel pride enjoys a Lover's woe, 
I«aughs at his tears, and mocks his tender iighs* 

Nor could (though great) their once reiiftlefs powV 
Have fiU'd my guarded breaft with Love's alarms, 

If Nature had not here, with Beauty's dow'r, 
ConjoinM the boaft of far fuperior charms. 

And made that Form, where ev*ry grace we find, 

B^Uic fair manfioa of a £Mr$r Mind. 

July 1786. 

F4 
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AAr HERE now 18 She, at whofe propitious. {brine 
My foul its homage was fo proud to pay^ 

/Vt whofe dear feet this grateful heart of mine 
Both Love and Reafon's vows at once could lay ^ 

How longy alas ! mull I in abfence pine. 
And wafte in wifhes rain the cheerlefs day !■ 

How long muft I regret that light divine. 
Which touched my hours with rapture's golden ray 1 

Return, dear Maid! thefe penfive eyes to greet ;. 

In all thy meeked charms once more appear ;. 
In gentle tone thofe accents kind repeat^ 

Wliich late fo fwectly footh'd my trembling car ^ 
Thofe precious words that chcer'd my drooping foul. 
And o'er its cv'ry power confirm'd thy juft controul* 



SONNET XXIII. 89 

Imitated from Werter^ Part IL Letter XI I L 
Das ift doch eben das gefiihl der herrlichen AltT^lter, &c. 



£ach Schoolboy now (fo vri(e bur age is growo) 
Can fagely tcU you that the World is rouod^ 

And tells it in fuch pert, conceited tone. 

As if himfelf had guefs'd the truth profound. 

But by our honeft Sires this was not known ; 

They fpoke in words which more like Nature found». 
Of Earth*8 green end^ to mortal eyes unknown, 

And Ocean's lake, whofe limits ne'er were found* 

Such dreams are dearer far than truth to me. 
More pleaiing far to this enamour'd mind ;: 

For in that endlefs wafte of lonely fea, 

Some verdant ifle might Fancy hope to find, 

Where I with Lotta * might fccurely roam. 

And fear no Albert's voice to call her home. 

* Lotta is the German contradion for Charlotte^ the well 
known name of the miftreis of Werter. 



$0 SONNET XXIV. 

Slow fcems their fpeed, whole thoughts before them rB». 

Davenant. 



X HOVGH fpecd, which feem^d in our fore&therft' fight, 

Beyond the reach of motion's utmoft pow'rs> 
Now from Edina wheels my rapid flighty 
Through Anglia's plains, to Grantham^ diftant 
towVs ; 

Though fkilful hade impetuous ftill proceeds. 
And fcarcely brooks one moment's fhort delay. 

Still fhakes the fcourge to la(h the changing fteeds, 
And drives them foaming through the length of way i 

Yet to that heart, by fete condemned to pine. 
In abfence dark, for fev'n revolving years, 

Which flies at laft its fitter foul to join. 
Each moment^s fpace a tedious age appears: 

For how can Motion's utmoft pow'rs combin'd, 

O'ertake the hafte of Priendfliip's ardent mind i 



SONNEir XXV. 9t 

IVritten in Mngkndi Sepi. 1 787. 



X ES| I confefs (for Prejudice alone 
Could fuch a dear and ftriking truth deny») 

S'hat Nature here has endleb beauties (howni 
Beyond what Calbdonia^s fliorea fupply. 

And yet) when left to Feeling's pow'r alone^ 
(My wayward tafte I feek not to deny,) 

"Not all the charms which Nature here has fhown» 
Can thofe which grace my native foil fupplyt 

Though Ceres here o*er all £he fmiling ground. 
In richer folds her yellow mantle throws ; 

Though darker fhades each aniple field funound. 
And ev'ry plain with livelier ^verdure glows ; 
|-Yet far more dear is Scotia's barren clime, 

Her wild, romantic heaths, and rugged rocks fublimc. 



9* SONNET XXVr. 

On the Death of a Genilanan In Aherdeen. 



In that dear Dome, whefe hofpitable gate 

To cv'ry honeft friend ftood open wide. 
Now fady a widow'd Turtle mourns her Mate,- « 

By fate untimely fever'd from her fide. 

Alas ! that Death (hould e'er a pair divide, 

Whofe hearts, when join'd, fo well could life employ, 

Whofe focial feelings were their higheft pride, 
Whofe deeds of friendfhip were their chiefeft joy I 

Soon may the Houfe's hope, her eWer Boy>. 

Mature in youth, his Father's room fupply ;. 
Soon may his praife her anguifti keen deftroy. 

And fill with Rapture?s dew her aching eye I 
Entire in him may Heav'n his Sire reftore. 
And thofe that love him befi can afk no morel 

Edinburgh^ July 1 788* 



SONNET XXVIL 93 

Xum tnihl Remuleae patuit facundia linguae. Milton* 



Let Mcm'ry now recall the difmal hour. 
When far from 'home, on FETBREsso'a plain. 

Beneath alPedagogue's tyrannic -pow'r. 
My parents left me, and complaint was yaia* 

But feek not, Goddefs, to recall to mind 
The dreary months I fpent rclu(ftant there, 

My rude companions, boift'rous and unkind, 
The fordid miftrefs, and the fordid fare. 

Enough that there the firfl attra^live found 
Of Roman lore approach'd my carelefs ear ; 

That there I dimly viewM that clailic ground. 
My deftin'd theatre of adion here. 

On yonder plains, while fuch memorials lie, 

I ne'er without regard can pafs them by« 
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^r iTH heavy Heart, and forrow-ftreaming eye. 
My feet firft enter'd this uncouth abode; 

Where all within for ever went awry. 

And all was comfortlefs and bleak abroad. 

Ibut iicknefs feiz'd at lad my fev'rifh frame, 
. And threat'ning Death his banner wav'd around/ 
With trembling bafte each anxious parent came, 
And fhrunk with horror from the fcene they found. 

Shock'd at the life which I fo long had led, 
Inftant they fnatch'd me from the fordid dome, 

And, foon as health had rais'd my drooping head. 
With keen parental joy convey'd me home. 

Much do I love thefe recoUedions dear. 

And more their conftant child, the fadly-pleafing tear. 

Fetirejfo^ Augufi 1 78 J. 



SONNET XXIX. 95 

^m«9rm tvnrtfn. Pi n o a B . 



In this fmall Room, which now fecms hardly meet 
To hold with eafe a brace of bulky pairS) 

Have I beheld a nuni'rous concourfe mee^» 
To fee its matter ape theatric airs* 

Here firft Monimia view'd fraternal ftrife. 
And Manly read the part he could not fay ; 

Here furious Richard broke the carving-knife^ 
And poor Palmyra^s head-drefs dropt away: 

Here Guildford's beauteous bride, the Lady Grat# 

Came forth upon the ftage her head to k>fe. 
But firft in female garb difguia'd that day, 

Thought lefs of death than of her high-hedi'd (hoes: 
SciOLTO here was to Lothario tum'd, 
And o'er his own black bier the G£n'r0U8 Fat^r 
moum'd i 
Aifrdam, Aig* 178?. 
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Yes, It was here that I perusM the whole 
(So void of tafte was then my ftudious rage,) 

Of that ungraceful, dull hiftoric rol. 

Which each event records of eWy age *• 

But more th' Arabiatn Tales engrob'd my foul, 
Whc^e fplendid charms each youthful mind engage, 

Where wildeft fancy fports without controul. 
And crowds with marvels each romantic page. 

But mod of all, that Lamp, of wond'rous powV, 
Which, gain'd by chance, the Tabor's Child pofleftf, 

AmusM me oft in meditation'^s hour. 

And filled with wild defires my throbbing breaft. 

While pleas'd 1 fate in Fancy's fairy bowV, 
By Princes honour'd, and by Queens carefti 

Nellfeld, Aug, 1788. 

* Ancient and Modern Univerfal Hlilory, 64 volumes In all. 
\ Aladdin. 
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Xkough now in Life's fequcftcr'4?alc I ftand. 

Deaf to the call of Emulation's fife. 
Yet once I meant to join the hufy band. 

And toil and ftniggle in Preferment's ftrife. 

What various projeAs then my fancy plann'd ! 

'Twas now the Lawyer's, now the Farmer's life ; 
And now I long'd to vifit CHiNA's'land, 

And there efpoufe a flender-footed wife. 

•But more than all one fcheme my thoughts engroft. 
Caught from the tale by Gallia's Sutift told * ; 

* MoDtefquieu, Liv. XXII. Ch. I.— Ainfi les Cartvanes dei 
>f aures, qui Yont a Tombondou, dans le fond de TAfrique, tro* 
quer de ici contra de Tor, n*ont pas befoin de monnoie. Le 
Manre met foa fel dans un monceau, le Negre fii pondre dans tut 
^utre ; s'il o*y a pat afles d'or, le Maiire retranche de fon fel, ou 
le Negre ajoote de fon or, jufqu* a ce que les Parties coovieaneot. 

O 



9^ SONNET XZXI. 

Fcarleft to (ail for Afric's favage coaft^ 

And barter bags of £alt for bags of gold ; — 
For wealth was then by childifh fency dccmM 
A more eflential good than has been iince cfteem'd. 

Aiig^tft 1788. 



SONNET XXXn. 99 

On leaving a/mall IJland in the 'River Dee. 



Farewkll, whoe'er thou art, fweet mftic Pow'r, 
Who, far from eVry found of ftrifc and toil. 

Securely dwcll'ft in yonder fecrct bow'r, 
Whofe ttodiTage crowna this lone tomanttc iile. 

Eight years of checquerM hue have paft between, 
Sinqe carelcfis laft I trod thy quiet fhore, 

And fome, whofe forms wene then with foadnefsfeen. 
Have loft that pow'r, and charm my «yes no more* 

Though much is changed, and much has paft away. 

This fimple heart unalter'd ftill remains. 
Where Love at times afierts hit ancient fway. 

And Friend(hip ftfll with poVr romantic reigns y 
Which Nature's charms With equal rapture views. 
And courts with equal zeal the gentle Mufe» 
.Aguft i-jli, 

G 2 
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JlIerb once abode that amiable pair. 
Then newly join'd in hymeneal band, 

Whofc frequent offices of tender care. 

From, me Affedion's warmeft words demand* 

This friendly maniion oft a home fupplied. 
Where weeks and months on filken pinions flew ; 

'Twas here I firft the art of Numbers tried. 
While my kind Hoftefs was my teacher too. 

Here firft I read Rollings hiiloric page, 
And ftrove to mimic €Y*ry fplendid fcene ; 

On ev'ry pool made walnut*fleets engage, 
And pagan temples rear'd on ev'ry green. 

Such is the force (in childhood's waxen hour), 
. In cv*ry hun^n heart, of imitation's powV. 



SONNET XXXIV. lot 



1 WAS heve my Sire my tutor onc^ becam«y 
And ran with me Eutropius' volume . through, i 
Where all the fplendid deeds of Roman £lme» 
In quick fuccefiion, pafs before the view : 

^Twas here that Learning firft began to claim 
Her full dominion o'er my willing heart. 

And taught my hand the dwarfifh tomes to framei 
And ape with flcill the typographic art : 

Such was that work, whofe erring title bore 
The names of Sallust and of Sueton joined ; 

In which, regardlefs of grammatic lore, 
No Verb was varied, and no Noun dechn'dv 

Errors like thefe we now with wonder hear ; 

But, ah, that Memory's page from all but fuch* were clearj 

Craihjhnt^ Sept, 1788. 
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loa .SONNET. XXXV.- 

Sufpicieni altam Lunam, fie voce precatnr* Vi&cit.. 



FaiR) filver Qoeen ! whofe all-pervading eft 
BcboUa at once wfaate'er the Wcnrld containcf ! 

Wilt thou id fkf Mtn from on high. 
To him whofe lonely heart to thee complains ? 

Thou feeft hts foul in. amdom torturt lie. 
Bound by fufpenfcy in more than mn chains ; 

Thou know*ft the caufe that prompts his frequent figh. 
And fills with terror's ftoft his fluY'ring veins* 

Ohy tell hon theh^ and end th» cruel feai^. 

Why the dear Yonth to whom his heart is join'di 

With Friendfhip's voice delays to ibothe his ear ; 
Oh tell him this, and eaie his frantic mind : 

From trembling thoughts relieve hi* cheeilels day, 

And iave his reftleis night from dreams of wild difinay. 



SONNET XXXVI. loj 



.AwT Gloming's dowie hour, hir leefu' lane. 

Sat faire zung Isbell in hir father's ha% 
And thocht on him that owre the Teas was gane» 

And wi' him tuik hir maiden hairt awa. 

Scho heard, and up fcho gatte, a mumfu' grane. 
And fumthing ftudc atwcfti hir and the wa'— 

<< My father needna fure fie pams hae ta'en 
«• To gar wi' firicht his fecklcs dochter fit'."— 

<< Its nae zour father, Love— but him that ^mang 
<< The roaring billows left tbeftreen his iyfe ; 

** Its Willie's voyce, that woo*d zou heir fie laag, 
** And claims zou now for his etemall wyfe.^* 

Sae fpake the ghaift, and melted into air ; 

And doun the damfell fanke— 4o rife nae mair *• 
^1^x789. 

* Althoof h the vernacular dialed of Scotland has conftitated, 
for many years paft, a regular branch of ftudy to the Author, the 
prefent Sonnet ia his only attempt to employ tt in poetical compo« 
iition. 

[See a Oloflary of this Sonnet at the end of the Volnme.] 
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,04 SONNET XXXVU. 

Tran/laiedfrom Werter, Pari I. Later XXI TI. 

Eure Idee will noch nicht die meinige werdeo, ttc. 



JNo, no, my Friend, this fplendid fcheme of thine. 
Though kindly meant, will never fuit with me.; 

For well thou know'ft, this haughty heart of mine 
Could with Subordination ne^er agree. 

I fmile to hear my mother's fond defire, 
EngagM in a6tive life her fon to fee. 

As if a foul like mine, a foul of fire. 
One fingk moment could ina^ve be. 

For wealth, or fame, or trifles fuch as thefe. 
Perhaps to toil, a duty feems to thee ; 

But he that vainly thus foregoes his eafe, 
Unlefs his own deiires his prompters be, 

And ftrives, at fuch a price, the woild to pleafe, 
Of mortal Fools the greateft feems to me. 
Moa^ April X789. 



SONNET XXXVIII. loj 

Imiuatd/rm Wertert Part IL Letter XXV. 

Ach diefe Liikke— dlefe entfetzliche Liikke, &c. 

^mmmsBSSSSSSSSSsaasartt 

W HAT meansi yc gracious Pow'rs, this aching voidf 
Which prompts within my breail the frequent fighi 
For which no med'cine can a cure providcy 
. And which nor Tafte nor Friendfhip can fupply ? 

And yet methinks it might be all fupplied. 
Would Fate permit th* experiment to try ;- 

Could I but once embrace fome gentle Bride, 
And read affeftion in her melting eye* 

And fure there fUll exifts fome fimple Maid, 

Ev'n in this age of levity and art) . ,, 

Who (lights the hope of wealth and ?ain paradC) ' y 
And fighs for nothing but a faithful hearU 

If fuch there be, ye gracious Pow'rs be kind. 

And guide my fearch, till I the treafure find ! 
A^U 178^ 



io6 SONNET XXXIX. 

Onferufing FonteneBe*t PIuraRti Jet Mondes. 



Vt HAT blifs was thine, acute but poliihM Sage, 
Whofe pleafing coorfe of aftrcMomic lore» 

So ftrongly thus could Beauty^a ear engage 
To kave each leffon, with a wifli for more !«— 

What blifs were mine, in thefe fequefter'd bow^rsy 
Had I, like thee, feme Pupil fair and young. 

To cheer the darknefs of mj lonely hours, 
And hang with fondnefs on her Teacher's tongue !— • 

But my inftru6^ions would not foar fo high. 
Nor range, like thine, the planetary round ; 

Far humbler thenies my leffons ihould fupply. 
But which more ufeful might perhaps be found. 

Of Tafte, and Fancy, and the deeds of Fame, 

And Friendfliip^a facred pow'r, and Love'v more fiicred 
flame ! 

Bltnr Logic y May 1789. 



SONNET XL. 107 

f)n rtenving 32 Voluma t^the Pamafo ItaRamu 



VY ELCOMEy ye Children of the Tuscan Mufc J 

Since now at laft my long*expe6Ung eye, 

With fond regard your bright affeniblage views, 

And fees what treafiires in your pages lie. 

Thrice welcome all to theie fequefter'd bowers. 
Where fecial blifa can be but rarely mine. 

For ye can cheer my folitary hours. 

And charm my fpirit with your notes divine. 

With PsTaARcn oft Pll heave the love-Tick figh, 
Through Hell's terrific iccnes with Dantb roue, 

Up to the Moon with AaiosTo fly. 

And range with Tasso through Armi^a's Grove. 

While fuch as thefe I flail around me fee. 

Though oft alone, I ne'er can lonely be. 

Stair Lo^U^ May 1789. 



io8 SONNET XLI. 

From WerteVf Part I. Later L 

Wie froh bin ich, dafs ich weg bin, &c« 



rlow weak, my Friendy is oft the human heart ! 

How ftrangCy at times, its wild vagaries be ! 
That I from fuch a Friend fhould wifh to part,. 

And now rejoice that I am far from thee; 

Of what perverfe and uncomplying ftufiF 
Has Nature kneaded up this fiame of ours ! 

That Life's own ills are not edeem'd enough, 
Unlefs Refledlion add her tort'ring hours. 

But what is Man, that thus he dares complain ? 

I will, my Friend, I will at laft be wife ; 
Nor longer thus augment my fhare of pain. 

By turning backward ftill my penfive eyes. 
No more (hall forrows paft my mind annoy, 
Nor paft delight my prefent blifs deftroy. 
Mtiy 1789. 



SONNET XUI. to9 

UebrigcBS find ich mich hier gar wohl, j^c. 



lAr iTH what untirM delight I wander here i 
How fweet is (blitude in fcenea like thefe ! 

Where ev'ry charm that decks the youthful year. 
My wild, romantic heart confpires to pleafe. 

On ev'ry hedge what painted blooms appear ! 

What flow'ry wealth embroiders all the trees J 
From ev'ry grove what mufic meets the ear ! 

Wliat fragr^ce breathes in ev'ry paffing brcexe 1 

So charming .feems the honied Spring to me 
That I could almoft wlfh my ftate to change^ 

Some vernal infedl for a time to be» 
And here through feas of richeft odour range i 

Where I with eafe ambrofial food might find». 

And fpott for ever on the wanton wind. 
Mtrf Z7S9. 



no SONNET XUII. 

From WertPTi Pprt L LOfer IF. 
Du firagft^ ob 4u mir meine Biicher fchickeo IbUft, &c* 



JN 09 no, my Friend, my ftudious days are o'av 
I pray thee, therefore, (end no books to me ^ 

I will by pedants be perplex'd no more. 
No more mflamM, no more exhorted be« 

Such formal fods have nd'd my mind too long* 
But I will henceforth all their art defy ; 

I adc no ftudy, but ibme footing fong, 
And that my Homer richly can fi^ply. 

And fure this Heart of mine no aid requires 
Amufement ample for itfelf to find. 

This wild capricious heart, whofe keen defires 
Are more inconftant than the Winter's wind : 

And yet this heart defpotic rules me ftill. 

And, like fome froward child, has all its wilL 
Mty X7J9. 



SONNET XLIV. i« 

Prefixed to a Cofy of the Choice^ a Poem t^-^rejented to 
a Lady. 



VV HEN firil my foul, in thefe imperfed ftrainfl^ 
Her firong attachment for the Mufe confeft. 

What eager joy would then have fir'd my veins. 
And what emotions fill'd my ftormy breaft ! 

Had I been told — << A time for thee remains 

« When thou (halt be with Fiiendihip's voice addrtftj 

^* By her whofe filter now, in cruel chains, 

<« Confines thy heart, and robs thy hours of reft." 

But Stefan ILL A now is heard no more, 
Aadthineip Siaella, is the dearer name ! 

A name i}n£eign*d, which, though unknown before. 
Has noW to my regard a jufter daim ; 

Since Fnend(hip*» gentle bond is. far above 

The ftrong, butvbroken chain of difregarded Love ! 
Jft^,JuMel^^9^ 



Hi SONNET XLV. 



Xxow Ueft 18 He (however low his ftate). 
To whom the bounty of indulgent Heaven, 

A tender, conftant, kind, congenial Mate, 
To fhare his pleafures and his pains has gi?'n i 

To her fecnre he opens all his heart. 
Nor knows one thought he wUhes to conceaJ, 

Fearlefs to her can ev'ry care impart, 
And all the forrows o£ his foul reveal* 

Though all abroad refufe his fpirit reft, 

Tho* Fortune frowns, and Friends may prove unkind. 
At home he knows remains one faith&I breaft. 

Where ftill his weary head repofe fhall find. 
Ah ! why to me does Fate fuch blifs deny, 
Alid doom me ftill to live ** a folitary Fly?* 



SONNET XLVI. us 

Tranjlatedfrom Pfalm CXXI. 
Aiha oini al e-erim main ibua ozri, &c. 



X o Sign's Mountains will I lift mine eyes. 
From whence alone unfailing aid defcends. 

From Him whofe hand with azure deck'd the Skies^ 
And clothM in verdure Earth's remoteft ends : 

By Him upheld, thy feet (hall ftand fecure ; 

By Him, whcHn flumber's pow'r can ne'er fuiprife 
Whofe watchful cares through ages all endure» 

Who views his works with ever-wakeful eyes. 

Still by thy fide the Lord himfelf fhall ilay, 
Thy ihield and (hadow from furrounding foes ; 

No hoftile hand (hall wound thy peace by day. 
Nor midnight terrors break thy calm repofe.-* 

The Lord ihall keep thy foul from danger free. 

And all thy flqn by Him (hall guarded be. 
OMer 1789. 

H 



114 SONNET XLVII. 

Onperufing a Lift of the numerous Worh of the Sfam/b 
Poet Lope de Vega. 



Jrlow ftrangc, thou tuneful miracle of Spain \ 
That one (hort Life fo many themes could try ! 

But ftranger ft ill, that one prolific brain 

Could fuch unwearied floods of fong fupply ! 

Had I, alas ! but half that rapid flow 

Which Nature's lavifh hand conferred on thee, 

How foon might ev'ry fcheme, that now fo flow. 
So fault'nng moves, its full completion fee ! 

No longer then fliould Caledonia's Mufe 
Of her Hiftorian's negligence complain ; 

No more fhould Taste his flothfol Bard accufe. 
And for returning notice wait in vain ; 

No longer then (hould Whist unfinifti'd ftand> 

And afk one effort from PerfeAion's hand*. 

Edinburgh t March 179O. 

• The Yioi^perfe6iioH refers here to quantity, not quality, and 
is fynonymous with roOT^/«»'ioiimOit^Oft.Vmt» 



SONNET XLVIIL 115 

Yranflated from Engelhof^ a German NoveL 
Wcnn du gliicklich bift, fo wcichc aus diefcr gegcnd, &c. 



If thou art one of thofc who, plac'd on high, 
In Fortune's glittering bow'rs have fofter^d been ; 

If thou art one, whofe clear, unrooiften'd eye, 
Has nought as yet but blooms and bloifoms feen ; 

Oh, come not here, to this infediious place ; 

From mis'ry's vi6Um turn thy fight away ; 
Whofe powerful breath would dim thy (hining face, 

Whofe ftrong affliction bellows night and day. 

Yet thou, perhaps, events may'ft chance to meet. 
Which not in all the range of Books are found ; 
Yet thou, perhaps, in chains of anguifh boimd, 

May'ft wilh, like me, that you had tum'd your feet 
From fmooth Society's deceitful (hore, 
To defart wilds, where wolves and tygers roar, 

Afril 1790. 
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„6 SONNET XUX. 

Onperufing the Araucana oJEraOa, 



In vaiiiy Ercilla, doct the partial ftrain 

Of QvizoTE't matcbleb Sire thy praife proclaim, 

While^ with the Tuscan Mufe's brilliant traioj 
He fondly feeks to prove thy rival claim *• 

In vain, thou martial Bard ! docs haughty Spaia 

With mighty Camo£hs join thy feeble name ; 
And> for thy humble brows, efiays in vain 

To weave an equal wreath of Epic fame- 
Can the long, tirefome tale of war's alarms. 

With Lusitania's fong prefume to vie ? 
With the dire SpeAre's wild, terrific charms f , 

Or thofe which Love's romantic bowVi fupply % \ 
Or with that foft, pathetic verfe compare. 
Which paints the cruel fate of haplefs Inez fair^ ? 
May I. 1790. 

• Don Quixote, Parte I. Cap. VI, 

f See the Appsirition of the Spirit of the Cape, Luiiad V. 

\ The Ifland of Love, Lufiad IX. 

§ The Story of Inez dc Cadto, \}o&ki III, 



SONNET L. lit 

Sitggefied hy a Debate in Conver/ation* 



AND are there then, O much-lamented Shade t 
Whofe impious tongues profane thy hallowed name ^ 

Who grudge the honours to thy mem'ry paid. 
And feiek to blaft thy pure, exalted £ame ^ 

Thy noble fchemes— •in human form arrayM, 
Are there, O Howard ! thofe who dare to blame ? 

And brand that Life, which Heav'n with pride furvey'd,^ 
With worthlefs Lunacy's detefted name ? 

How deeply funk is this degen'rate Age 

In iielfifh maxims, and inglorious views. 
That fome fhould live, who war with goodnefs wage,> 

And ev*n to deeds Hke thine their praife refufe ! 
Who call romantic ev'ry gen'rous toil, 
Who Feeling Folly term, and Virtue Madnefs ftyk I ' 

May 3. 1790. 



i»8 SONNET LL 



X* AIR Southern Bridge ! adom'd with flru&ures bright, 

Edina's latefty and her nobleft pride ! 
Whofe arches high far diflanc ftreets anite. 

And bend in triumph o'er the wavelefs voldi 

Oft have thefe eyes beheld, with fond deUght, 
Thy range of ample profpeA, long and wide. 

Where cheerful Commerce always greets the fight. 
And Falhion fpreads her pomp on ev'ry fide : 

But now thy charms will o'er my foul prefide 
With jufter claim, and more tranfcendent pow'r. 

Since now thy fplendid length will ferve to guide 
My frequent feet to that exalted tow'r. 

Where Hope, affur'd by Friendfhip's promife kind, 

A warm and conflant welcome trufts to find. 

£dintur^b, May 15. 1790. 



SONNET LU. 119 

From Werter^ Part L Letttr XIX. 

Nein, ich betriige mich nicht— Ich lefe in ihren Schwarzen augen, 
tec. 



^ O9 I am not deceiv'd — ^in thofe black eyeSy 
Whofe fwect effulgence ev'ry light excells, . 

(If well my fight their charadlers defcries,) 
When bent on mey far more than friendfhip d wells. 

Yes, yes, I feel — and truft the truth divine, 
That now to my defires at lail is giv'n, 

Enraptur'd, to pronounce — Her Heart is mine ! 
Thefe rich, triumphant words, themfelves a Hcav'n ! 

Her Heart is mine ! — and can I then do lefs 
Than prize myfelf a thoufand times the more I 

Nor need I blu(h the weaknefs to confefs 

Of this proud Heart, which ne'er was proud before. 

That fince her fmllcs approved my fond addrcfs, 
I think 1 almoft could myfelf adore / 

May ai. 1790. 
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lao SONNET Lin. 

Frwn the fame Letter* 

Und ob das TennefleDheit ift, oder gefiihl des wahreo TerhXk- 
nifles, &c. 



V/AN this the fruit of haughty temper be^ 
Or th/: juil meafurement of confcious pride. 

That I from jeafoufy have ftill been free, 
And, though a Lover, all his pow'r defied ? 

Thank Heav'n, I have riot yet beheld the Man, . 

In whom Sufpicion^s eye could danger fee 5 
Of all her rival crowd I know not one 

Whom Lotta's feelings could prefer to me. 

And yet, whene'er flie fpeaks her Bridegroom's name. 
With all that warmth which decks her lipe divine, 

I feel like him, who, fond of martial fame. 
Had long adotM at Hardfhip's fuUen (brine. 

When forc'd at laft to quit his Honour's claim,' 
And even its dcarcft pride, his Sword refign ! 



SONNET LIV. i« 



Jb ATHER of Love ! unknown to mortal fights 
Whom yet in all thy works our eyes turvey, 

Infpirc my foul with ardour's utmoft height. 
That I to thee may praife's tribute pay ; 

To thee, whofe hand with bloffoms of delight 

Has ftrew'd for many a month my gladfome way, 
Has deckM the paft with Pleafure's golden light, 
' And all to come, with Hope's enlivening ray. 

And what, thou righteous Judge ! have I to plead, 
From thee to merit fuch indulgent care ? 

Whom, if thy mercy were not great indeed, 
Thou hadft long fince abandoned to defpair*— 

But, oh ! henceforth from guilt and folly free, 
' And turn this grateful hcart-cntirc to thee ! 

May 23. 1790. 



m SONNET LV. 



Y ESy It 18 paft ; — at cruel Fate's command. 
The gaudy pageant of Life's future fcene. 

So richly deck'd by Fancy's fairy hand. 
Has funk at once, as it had never been. 

Where now are all thofe vifions of delight. 
Which late fo gaily ghtter'd in my eye ? 

And where that proud, triumphant fabric bright, 

Which Hope's prefumptuous hand had rear'd fo high ? 

What then remains to cheer my lonely hours. 
Since barr'd from comforts of domeftic kind. 

But the fair ufe of thofe exhauftlefs pow'rs. 
With which kind Nature has enriched my mind; 

But grateful thoughts for other bounties giv*n. 

And meek fubmiffion to the will of Heav'n ? 

May 25. I7pO. 



50NNET LVI. ,,3 



JNoT though the whole of Nature's pond'rous frame 
Had rufh'd at once to headlong ruin down ; 

Though fate at once had wrapt the ikies in ilamey 
And fent deftrudUon's waves the world to drown.; 

Could thefe have fhaken more this mortal frame 
Than adverfe Fortune's late fevered frown^ 

Which drove from Comfort's fhrine that brilliant flame> 
Whofe light I hopM my future days to crown ! 

Xong time, in flupor funk, my fenfes lay, 
Crufh'd by the cruel weight of fad furprife. 

While the whole length of Life's fucceeding way 
SeemM one vaft defart to my mournful eyes ; 

Till Reafon rofe — ^refum'd her godlike fway — 
And taught my drooping foul with her to rife 4 

May 26. 1790. 



134 SONNET LVir. 



Loy where on Isis' bank fair Enolahd's Mnfe 
Laments the leader of her Laureate train ! 

Whofc art, with Chivahy's romantic hues. 
Combines the chaftenefs of the claflic ftrain. 

She mourns that Sage, whofe patient toil purfues 
Her fault'ring ftcps through Time's extenfive plain, 

And from primeval fhades her progrefs views, 
Down to the brightnefs of Eliza's reign. 

With the rich meed of fome melodious tear, 
Fain would fhe now that cruel ftroke deplore. 

Which ftopp'd her darling in his fair career 
Of antiquarian fearch, and critic lore : 

For ftill, while Tafte or She can honour claim. 

Each age fhall venerate her Warton's name ♦ ! 

May 31.1790. 

* Thomas Warton, late Poet Laureat, and Author of the Hift 
ry of EngUfh Poetry. 



SONNET LVIII. «5 




Father of Love ! to whom with rapture vain* 
I rais'd fo late the too-triumphant lay. 

Indulgent ftiU^ in notes of humbler ftrain» 
Permit me now my grateful vows to pay. 

Though thou haft checked at once my proud career* 
And laid the fabric of my hopes in duft. 

Yet will this Heart adore thy doom fevere, 
And in thy favour ftill fecurely truft. 

It feem'd indeed, to this imperfedi view, 
That what I loft alone could blifs beftow ; 

And yet, perhaps, thy gracious wifdom knew, 
That all I fondly afk'd was nought but woe : 

And thou, perhaps, ftill fairer hopes wilt raife, 

And crown fome future year with brighter day«« 

June 6. 17^. 



ta6 SONNET LDC 



W HY did my rafli, capricious feet forfake 
The cooly fequefter'd paths of ftudious Lorcy 

To truit my fate on PafiSon's ftormy lakcf 

And fport with Hope on Pleafmre's flow'ry (here ? 

O that fome PowV my troubled foul would make 
As calm and carekfs as it was before ! 

The fame unwearied tafte for Books awake. 
And the fame love for Solitude reflore ! 

But vain the wiih — this alter'd heart of mine 
Has drunk too deep the cup of focial joy ; 

And the dear relifh of the draught divine 

Each charm of lonely blifs would now deilroy : 

And (hould not Heav'n domeftic hopes reftorc, 

I fear Content and I muH meet no more. 

June 10. X790. 



SONNET LX. 147 



ibuRE fome crofs fate each lucklefs Bard attendSi 
And renders ilill his flrongeft efforts vain ; 

From paiiion's pow'r eadi darling bread defends. 
And flops the influence of his ardent drain ; 

Elfc why fo oft in Beauty's ear defcends 
Each fraitlefb accent of his am'rous pain ? 

Elfe why, for blifs beftow'd, fo rare afcends 

His grateful fong in Love's triumphant fane ?-— 

Alas ! that founds, which boaft the melting pow'r. 
To ileal a figh from ev'ry gentle mind, 

Whene'er eflay'd in paflion's trembling hour. 
Should no return but cold indifference find ! 

Alas, that Love alone (hould fcom the lays 

Which ev'n the Critic's pride would deign to praife ! 

June la. 1790. 



is8 SONNET LXI. 



Alovg thy verdant banks, paternal Die ! 

Oft have thefe feet in Lifers gay morning ftray'd» 
When the cahn foul, from care and pafiSon firee. 

Each paffing hour with equal eye furvcy'dL 

To feach the blofToms fair of Learning's tree, ' 
Young Fancy here his firil vain efforts made ; 

And here, infpir'd by Solitude and thee. 
The childifh Mufe her earlieft notes effay'd. 

And now, while Memory's eye the fcene furveys, 
I feem to feel by turns each paflbn's pow*r 

Which here I felt, from Childhood's fprightly days, 
Down to the languor of this hopelefs hour ; 

In which to thee once more thy Son returns, 

And on thy native ffaore his blafted profpe& mourns ! 

NenioM, July 4. 1790. 



SONNET LXIL 129 



^^HY fhould I thus, vpith Sorrow's ttineful ftream. 

Bewail fo long the ruins of delight ? 
Why confUnt thus indulge the penfive theme. 

And turn from all befides my wilful fight ? 

As wdl might I regret each gaudy Dream, 
That fills with fairy pomp the wafte of Night, 

And weep, when Mom difplays her gc^en gleam. 
And putt at once the ihadowy forms to flight. 

But if to Viiions I muft give my days. 
Let them be Vifions of a nobler kind, 

Thofe brilHant fcenes which Fancy's powV difphys 
In rich profuiion to the tuneful mind : 

Let thefe gay Dreams each future thought enqildy, 

And fill the vacant place of more fubibmtial joy. 

July 1790. 



ijo SONNET LXIU. 

Elilc e-eva ikah^ aptL Job. HI. 6. 



r OR ever curft be this revolving ^ght 
In which at firft within my bofom fprung 

That fatal Hope, on which my dazzled fight. 
For ten fucceeding months, with fondnefs hung : 

That darling Hope, to which, in Reafon't fpite. 
This weak, this foolifh heart, fo clofdy dung. 

That when it ceas'd to ftrew my paths with light, 
I heard, methought, the knell of Comfort rung. 

And yet, why ventures this ungrateful tongue 
To curfe that Hope, whofe animating pow*r 

O'er ev'ry fcene Enchantment's c<dours flung. 
And fiird with rapture each triumphant hour ? 

Why but for this, that Hope, though ne'er fo fiur. 

Is dearly bought, when purchased vrith Defpair. 
July i4. ^79<^- 



SONNET LXIV. 131 

K«) riTri )vrrtf;^0tfri» lMr«}« Si«i. £u Ri PiD E s. 



JL ir'd and difgufted with the cheerlefa Day^ 
To thee, fwcct Sleep, my foul for refuge flies, 

Submits with tranfport to thy gentle fway. 

And courts the comfort which thy powV fuppHes. 

Thy pow'r alone can drive thofe thoughts away. 
By which oppreft, each waking moment fighs ; 

To fcenes of ihadowy Bhfs my foul convey, 

And cheer with Pleafurc*» light my penfive eyes? 

What wonder then, that he, whofe lucklefs fate 

Can now from thee alone receive delight. 
Should quit thy fairy land with fond regret, 
And curfe the fplendor of returnbg light ; 
Should hail with partial voice thy gloom divine,. 
And wiih that not alone the night were thine? 
Jyiy 1790. 

- I 2 



ija SONNET LXV, 

Laflb, cbe fbo ! chefn! PrrtAftCB. 



W HERE now, alas ! is that unwearied flame 
Which fill'd this happy heart with warmth divine, 

Diflblv'd the fiofts of fear and evil ihame *, 
And org'd with boldnefs ev'ry fair defig^ ? 

Where is that a^ve, felf-confiding powV, 

Which bore through ev'ry talk with eafe along. 

Supplied with ready fpeech the focial hour. 

And crownM retirement with the fruits of fong ? 

Ah ! where indeed ? — ^how difmal now the change 1 
How deeply funk is this degenerate mind. 

Condemned through all its thoughts in vain to tange. 
And fcarcely there one gay concq>tion find ! 

Oh, when will Hope and Fear refume then- reign. 

And give my bofom back to pkftfure and to pain ? 

^u£, 1790. 

♦ Mauvavfc HoiviG, 



SONNET LXVI. 13s 



x\rb thefe indeed the walls, fo dear efleem'd. 
And oft in youth extoll'd with partial praife ? 

Are thefe the fcenes which once I fondly deem'd 
Beyond) in beauty, all the Sun furveys i 

Are thefe the haunts, where chil(U{h Fancy dreamM,. 

And fpent in vain purfuits the carelefs days ? 
And thefe the ftreets which once fo fplendid feem'd, 

When richly gUc with Lovers romantic rays ? 

Yes, thefe are they— but Time's almighty pow'r 

Has broke the chain which bound my foul fo longr 
Defac'd the charms of ev*ry fairy bow*r," 

And tum'd to difcord each romantic fong ; 
Has ftript thefe plains of ev'ry borrow'd grace, 
And made the Town of Love*-^ common place. 
Mcrdtfti, Se/t, 1. 1790* 

' 3 



J34 SONNET LXYIL 

Vt\h m\r, ich fuhk zn wahr, dais an mir aUcin alle Ichoki liegt 

GotTII 



J. o thee, paternal Dee, without a figh, 

I now can bid, perhaps, a laft adieu. 
Since now no more this dark, difgufted eye. 

Can aught of thine -with wonted pleafure view. 

Thy Stream appears not now fo ibooth to gBde 
As when I wander'd here a carelefs Boy ; 

Nor on thy banks, fo. charming once, reiide 
The fame engaging forms of rural joy. 

And yet I fear the fault is all my own ; 

Thy banks and dream perchance are fUU the fame ; 
And I muH blame that Difcontent alone 

Whofe baneful pow'r pervades this weary frame. 
Which ev'ry fccne with equal languor fees. 
And which nor Nature now, nor Life can pleafe. 



SONNET LXVIII. 135 



JtSy Fate expell'd from Pleafure's myrtle bow'r, 
I flew for comfort to my native (hore. 

But found not there the fame enlivening pow'r 
Which ev*ry objed us'd to boaft before. 

It was not there that Love's ambrofial flow'r 
So rich a weight of golden blofToms bore ; 

Nor there this ^stce, in Hope^s triumphant hour. 
The conflant fmile of felf-complacence wore., 

There Memory unobferv'd could freely range 
Through all the windings of my wayward fate ; 

But here, where cv'ry eye would note the change, 
I muft refign at once each fond regret ; 

Nor, while expos'd to Penetration's gaze, 

Difgrace the promife of my better days. 

EJ'tnhrgb^ SePt, ll. Z790. 

» 4 



136 SONNET LXIX. 

Nepifhi iAubib. Psalm XXIIf. 3. 



1 HANKS be to HcaVn— the Demon's reign is o'er, 

Whofe iron grafp benumVd my foul fo long, ' 
From cv'ry wrctth the flowers of plcaftirc tore. 
And tum*d to difcord ev'n the Mufe's fong. 

Thy hand alone, O thrice indulgent PowV ! 

Has now at laft relier'd this wretched mind, 
By cruel fate, for many a checrlefs hour. 

In the dark dungeon of Defpair confin'd ; 

From Difappointment's wafte has tum'd my view, 
PlacM me once more the groves of Hope among, 

Reftor'd to Nature's charms their wonted hue. 
And in my breaft reviv'd the feeds of Song, 

Oh let not Fortune quench again the fire^ 

Till with the lamp of Life the facrcd flame expire ! 
Nov, 1 7 9©. 



SONNET LXX. ijy 

Sent to a Toung Lady^ nvttb a Cofy cfthe Choice* 



X HOUGH fmall the worth of this imperfe6l Song, 
Accept, dear Maid ! the Poet's grateful mindy 

To her whofe converfe cheer'd his fate fo long, 
And greets him ftiU with Friendfhip^ accents kind* 

Ah, happy months ! beyond defcription bright. 
The months I pail in thofe exalted tow'rs. 

In which thy daily prefence blcft my fight, 

And Hope beftrew'd my path with choiceft fiow'rik 

I date my entrance on the weary i^ad 

That leads to Sorrow, from that fatal hour, 

In which, conflrain'd, I left the dear abode, 

O^er which thy fweetnefs held a guardian pow'n 

Then Heaven itfdf denied its wonted care. 

And all, for many a month, was darknefs and defpair. 
Nov, i8. 1790. 



ijt SONNET LXXI. 



1^0 ! where at laft the fo^'reign Lord of Light, 
Before the fplendor of whole fiery car 

The forms of darknefs, and the fiends of night. 
Shrink trembhng back, and fliun th' unequal war! 

See where at Lift, from heaven's meridian height. 
Id mUd, but folemn ftate, he now retires ; 

Withdraws his golden fhield, erewhile fo bright. 
And turns to cheering rays his fcorching fires ! 

See where, o^er all the hills and difbmt fpires. 
The glorious Chief his purple banner waves ; 

Whilft all the world his parting pomp admires. 
And his returning fmile to-morrow craves ! 

So fhall He fhine, whofe days to good were g^v*n ; 

So fhall he fhine, when quitting earth for heav'n , 

Mail-Coacbi Nov, %%, 1790. 



SONNET LXXIL 139 



vJf^T with delight I Palkbr'8 eafe ha^ feeiii 

KiNG^s brazen front, and Parsons' queer grimace^ 

Oft have I laughed at QuickCs expreffion keen. 
And fmil'd when Lewis playM the Man of Lace : 

On Farren's elegance and eafy mien 

Oft have I gazM ; and Pope's majeftic grace ♦ j 
With -horror ifhrunk at Siddons, ftormy Queen, 

And wept with Brun ton's more enchanting face. 

Thefe have I feen — ^but none of thefe to me 

With Jordan's varying pow'rs will e'er-comparc, 

Who paints, with equal (kill, the Hoyden's glee. 
And gentle Viola's bewitching air. 

Hers is that charm, which ev'ry heart obeys ; 

And hers the juil reward of univerfal praife. 

L§Hdon, Feb, 179I. 
• Mii. Pope, originally Mife Younge. 



.40 SONNET LXXni. 



I: RIDE of the Woiidy dear Lomdon ! fiure thee wdl^ 
Where ftill I fnendihip TiewM in cv^rj £ice» 

And where alone I found the predous wdl. 
Whole tafte had pow'r my mental gloom to chafe. 

Of all thy dreadful fnarea let othcn tell ; 

Thy ftreets of peril, and thy robber race y 
On brighter themes this grateful tongue fliall dwell. 

And call thee fUll Amufement's darling place : 

Where each extenfive ftreet prefents by day, 
To wonder's eager gaze, fome novel fight ;. 

And each returning eve, with fummons gay, 
Calls youthful Pleafure to fome new delight* 

Still (hall thofe joyous months I fpent with thee 

In Memory's faireil page recorded be, 

March 24. 1 791. 



SONNET LXXIV, 141 



X/ELiGHTFUL thouglit !*— and docs Eliza deiga 
To afk a tribute from my humble Mufe ? 

And (hall the dear requeft be urgM in vain ? 
And muft her Friend fo poor a boon refufe? 

Too fure he muft—^isr, ah ! the tuneful train 
Will vifit BOW this cheerleft breaft no more ^ 

No longer freely prompt the flowing ftrain, 
Nor foothe my iadneia with their honied lore. 

Yet fure •this tongue requires not Fancy *8 aidy 
Nor needs the fuccourof poetic art. 

To tell| in words of truth, the darling Maid^ 
The warm attachment of her Poet's heart ; 

Where deathlefs Gratitude has rear'd a throne. 

On which her image fits, unrivall'd and alone. 
J>itm/ntSf Ayg> 19. I79I* 



fija . SONNET LXXV. 

In came my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
StoppM all our buds from blowing., Sbakspiake. 



1 SAW two Hearts, in Hope's tritunpHant day^ 
(By Nature caft in fome congenial mold) 

Before the fweetnefs of the funny ray 
The tender leaves of mutual love unfold; 

I looked again — but all was paft away> 
No gleam of funfhine could I now behold^ 

And all the tender buds and bloflbms gay 
Were nipt and wither'd by the cruel cold ;. 

For Fortune's barb'rous hand had beaten down 
The fane of Hope, with all its turrets gay ;. 

And Love, difmay'd to fee a Father's frown, 
Had ftretch'd his purple wings, and fled away. 

Will Fortune thus to Love be ftill a foe, 

And will ftie never more permit tbefe buds to blow ? 

Edinburgh^ 0£i, 8. 1 79 1. 



SONNET LXXVI. 143 

From the Italian of Benedetto Menzini. 

Altri la Rofa, 
Vaga, amorefa, 
Loda per lo fplendor di fua belta, ftc 



J-iET other Bards the Rofe's charms proclaim^ 
And praife the fplendor of her beauty gay, 

While I affert the Violet's fairer claims 
To bear from ev'ry flow'r the palm away. 

When to the gale (he languidly difplays 
Her pallid leaves along the verdant ground. 

That pallid hue a languid heart betrays. 

Made faint and feeble by Love's lingering wound. 

With rofy wreaths let Youth liis temples bind, 
While gay he quaffs in Pleafure's jocund bow*r ; 

But to the tender Lover's penfive mind, 

Shalt tho«, fweet Violet, be the faireft flowV 5 

While in thy hues to Beauty's boaft is join'd 
The dearer charm of fympathetic pow'r ! 
2>#f. 179U 



»4+ SONNET LXXVn. 



rlow oft* in Reafon's fpite, muft we be told* 
(And told it too in Britain^s liberal air). 

By thofe that Afric^s Sons in bondage hoMf « 
That better they than Scotia^s Peafants £wtt ! 

Could ye their hunger feed with fruits of gold. 
And liquid rubies for their drink prepare. 

All this for Freedom's feaft were richly fold, 
Which Nature's Toice invites each Son to (hare* 

The naked wretch, who drinks the torrent's tide. 
And picks his fcanty meal from (hrub or tree. 

While unreftrainM by PowVs tyrannic pride. 
O'er all the mountains he can wander frqp. 

Is happier &r (in ev'ry manly mind) 

Than he that fumptuous &re8, in Slavery's haU$ confined 

March 179a. 



SONNET LXXVIII. hj 



X HT plains, Corstorphine, are but bleak and barer' 
And to thy (hare few rural beauties fall ; 

Thy groves — thy bowers—and cv'n thy trees are rare,. 
And thy fweet murm'ring ftreams are-Hione at alL 

Yet (hall thy fcenes be fUll to Mem'ry fair, 
When thofe few weeks of Freedom I recall, 

Which here I fpenl^ efcap'd the Houfe of Care,. 
And out of hearing of the Defpot's call. 

And when I think that on Germania's Mufe 
I here with fondnefs firft began to gaze, 

Whofe powVful charms were deftin^d to dififufe 
So much of pleafure o'er my future days ; 

That (fave our own, and Grecia's Mufe divine). 

I would each tuneful Maid for her refign. 

Corftorfbine^ j^ril X793. 



145 SONNET LXXIX. 

A Mind not to be chang'd by Place or Time. Miltok. 



Herb the fwect Spring diftiUs her firdheft dews. 
And clothes each foreft with her deepeft gloom, 

Difphjs on er'iy bank her £nreft bnesy 

And breathes in ev'ry gale her beft pexfiime. 

And will not dianns like thefe awake the Mule ? 

WDl (he not now her lifUefs lyre refume ? 
Sweet Nature's muiic through her notes difEufe, 

And tinge her pidiurcs with its yemal bloom ? 

But (he, capricious Maid ! fuch pow'r defies. 

And help or hindrance fcorns from place or time ^ 

While Nature imiles around, (he oft denies 

To weave, though much invok'd, one fingle rhyme ; 

And oft penrerfelj gives her fweeteft ftrain 

Amidft Edina's fmoke, and Winter's cheeriefs reign i 

Gfffcrd, May 24. 179a. 



SONNET LXXX. ,47 



1 o mark each glory of the Grecian Stage; 

Of Scottish Speech to trace the wild'ring maze ; 
And clothe in British garb that glowing page. 

Where Schiller'sMoor his wond'rous foul difplays*: 

From oflP the lawn to brufli the morning dews^ 
And roam the woodland path at (hut of eve ; 

In ev'ry lonely walk to meet the Mufe, 

And, with enraptur'd ear, her words receive : 

To watch the progrefs of the finking fun, 
Then hie me homeward to my frugal fare ; . 

Such is the courfe which here I daily run, 

And fuch the labours which my moments (hare : 

Such are my joys — ah ! why fhould joys like thefe. 

So cheap and tranquili ever fail to pleafe ? 

June 8. 1794. 

- — _— — 

* The Author was then engaged in a Tranflacion of the Ger- 
man Tragedy of the Robbers, in which he was anticipated by bdo- 
dier hand. 
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148 SONNET LXXXI. 



1 HOUGH^ Salton, thy domains un(helter'd fccm. 

And lefs than each adjacent village &ir» 
Yet with that light which Memory's claffic beam 

Around thee throws, can nought of theirs compare. 

In thee, Dunbar *, of Scottish Bards fupreme, 

Inhal'd his earHefl draught of vital air ; 
DuNBARy whofe fong with Fancy's brilliant gleam^ 

Conjoins the comic boafl of Humour rare : 

DuNBAR> whofe myftic Rose and Thistle's twine 

Unfading glory may fo boldly claim ; 
Whofe Golden ShielDi enrich'd with fonns divine>. 

Shall hang for ever in the Hall of Fame. 
Hail, charming Bard ! — to thee, fome future day^ 
Perhaps my critic powVs may larger tribute pay» 

Salton, June I4, 179a. 

* Although fomc doubts have lately been darted, in confe- 
quence of a more accurate examination of Manufcripts, with re- 
gard to the once prevalent opinion, that Salton was the birth-place 
of Dunbar, the former prevalence of that opinion is furcly fufi- 
cicnt for the purpofcs of Poetry. 



SONNET LXXXII. 149 



V/OME, let US now to Solitude repair, 

And with us words of cv'ry colour take * ; 

Come, let us here difmifs each vulgar Care, 
And ev*ry painful Paflion here forfake. 

Then let our fkiU employ thofe Pencils rare, 
Whofe powerful touches can immortal make ; 

One held by none but Fancy's fingers fair. 

And one which Mem'ry^s hand alone can wake. 

Nor yet forget, while we our hues prepare. 
To mix them well with Tafte's ambroiial oil, 

That fweetly fmooths away each taudry glare. 
And decks with glofly grace the finifh'd toil ; 

Which then may boldly meet the Critic's eye, 

V 

'\^'Tiich Envy then may fcom, and Time defy. 

Ciffwdy June a6. 1791. 

* Keha omkim dabrim. Ho si a, xiv. a. 
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.50 SONNET LXXXin. 

On pertipng an Acamni of the Arcadian Society at Rom* 
Ol eroim hare api. Zcchabiah, x. 3* 



Otrange to relate ! and had fuch childifli toys 
The pow'r Italians critic fons to pleafe ? 

Fit only for a band of love-fick boy8» 
Or frantic Quixote in hit lad difeafe *• 

Did not thefe triflers of Arcadia know 

That Truth alone can genuine light difpenfe ; 

And only ftrcams from Nature's fount that flow 
Can pleafe the manly tafte of fobcr fenfe ? 

Our S HEN STONE, led by dreams hke thefe aftray^ 
His Phyllis woo'd, and juftly woo'd in vain ; 

* Qnerian renovar e imitar i ]a paftoral Arcadia, penfamiento 
tan'nuevo como difcreto, a cuya imitacion, ii es que £ ti te parece 
bicD, querria, o Sancho, que oos convlrticfemos en Paftores. 

Don Quixote, Parte II. Cap. Ixvii. 



SONNET LXXXItr. IJt 

And Milton's felf» for Paffion's plamtive lajt 

Gave Lycidas but Fancy's frigid flrain. 
Of all the fins which e'er Parnassus curft. 
Such afiPedation vile is fure the worft. 

» 4r 



152 SONNET LXXXIV. ' 

Being a Tran/Ualon oftbefrft Six Verfes of Pfahn CIIL 
Berkl nepiihi ath Jct^, ucol kerbi ath (hem ka4iihu» &c 

iJLESSy O my Souly Creation's mighty Lord 1 
Let ev'ry member of this mortal frame» 

Let all my mental pow'rs, with one accord. 
Unite to magnify his holy name ! 

Blefs, O my Soul, Creation's mighty Lord ! 

Nor all his gracious benefits forget, 
Who thy weak frame to health has oft reftor'd. 

And freed thy breaft from Sin's defpairing weiglit ; 

^Who from Deflniclion's pit thy life redeems. 

And crowns thy head with Mercy's kindly dews ; 

Who fills thy mouth with Pleafure's wholefome ftreams, 
And, like the eagle's age, thy youth renews : 

That Lord, whofe deeds from juflice never ftray. 

Who iini from ruin faves Oppreffion's trembling prey I 
yuru 30. 179-. 



•SONNET LXXXV. 153 

Being a Tranflation of the Firfi P/alm. 
A(hri^-tiih, aihr k elec botzith reihoim, Sec, 



JtJLow 18 the Man beyond expreifion Isleft, 
Whom wicked counfel never leads aflray ^ 

With impious Fools who never fits a gueft> 
Nor trufts his feet in Vice's flipp'ry way i 

To Heav*n his deared thoughts are all addrefsM, 
And fixM on things divine both night and day ; 

Like fome fair Tree, by dreams of water plac'd# 
His fruitful foliage never (hall decay : 

Succrfs (hall crown each labour of his hand': 
But diffVent far the Wicked's fate (hall be ; 

In Judgment's awful hour he (hall not dand. 
But tofsM like chaff before the whirlwind flee. 

The Lord with plcafure views the path of Right, 

But Evil's crooked way fliall peri(h from his light.. 
July I. 179a. 



,54 SONNET LXXXVI. 

Meikin Khiir, agerche hi temisift^ 
Chun bar hemi kefhd, ozizift ; 
Kaaan ukhuran barberdar, 
Beh gadttiian merdim azar. Saou 



Ungratbful Man ! whom he that £iedc84o pleafe 
By honeft means, will find his labour loQ: ; 

Whofe mind is jaundic'd with a fore di&alley 
And values thofe the leaft who ferve him moft.^ 

The gentle gale that curls the fmnmer feas. 
Has oft, without regard, the notice croft 

Of him, who ilill with admiration fees 

The ilorm that ftrews with death the dreary coaft» 

Yon Afs he names with fcom, who, meek and mild^ 
His heaviefl burdens ftill fubmits to bear ; 

But fpeaks with honour of the Lion wild. 
Who from the foreft fprings his limbs to tear : 

His tongue to ufeful toil no tribute pays. 

But for Deftrudion's deeds referves its worthlefii praifi 

Jyly 4. 179*. 



SONNET LXXXyil. ,55 

This and the three following Sonnets are tranflated from 
Charles Moor*s Lamentation^ In Sc%lBer^s RobherSf 
Aa III. Scene II. 

Wie herrlich die Sonne dort untergeht, &c. 



See with what pomp the Sun forfakes the fkksf 
And leaves the clouds with gold and purple Ua'd $ 

Such is the pomp with which a Hero dies^ 
And fuch the traces which he leaves behind. 

This was the thought (while I was yet a Boy,) 
Which moft delight could to my foul fupply ; 

Like this refplendent Lord of life and joy> 
To run my race — and then like him to die ! 

It was, I own indeed, a childi(h thought ; 

And yet I wifh my manly mind to-day 
To fuch a temper could again be brought. 

And think and a£l in fuch a childifh way : 
But all my Innocence is fled away 
To bafk with pleafurc pure in yonder Tcmal ray. 

July 6. 179%. 



i5» SONNET XC. 

O ihr Tage det friedeni ! Dii Schlo(s meioet Vatcn^ ftc. 



1 E Days of Blifa, which Mem'ry loves to hail ! 

Paternal Domes, where Peace and Virtue reign I 
Ye charms that decked each green, romantic vale. 

By Childhood haunted, and belov'd in vain ! 

Elyfian fcenes ! that o'er my foul prevail. 
And will ye never, never come again ? 

Will ye no more, with foft, ambrofial gale, 
Return to cool my burning bofom's pain ? 

Let Nature now her lucklefs Child bewail. 
For they will never, never come again ; 

No more will they with foft, ambrofial gale. 
Return to cool my burning bofom's pain ! — 

Gone are they all — ^in vain their lofs I mourn ! 

Gone are they all— and never to return ! 



SONNET XCL 159 

Tbu and the following Sonnet are tranjhaed from Charles 
Moor"*! SoKloquyf AB IV. Scene IL 

Sic liebt mich ! Sic liebt mich ! Verr jltherifch rollten die 
thranen von ihren wangen, ficc. 



laHE loves indeed ! — her tongue though (Hence bound. 
Yet o'er her cheeks the pearly traitors roU'd :-— 

'Here ftands the Couch, on which, her neck around, 
I fondly fwam in rapture uncontroul'd !— 

J\xid, can I then fuch love at once refign ? 

Can I depart without one laft farewell ? 
Without one kifs upon thofe lips divine. 

Where all the mingled pow'rs of fweetnefs dwell ? 

No ! — I muft fee once more thofe heaVnly eyes j 
Once more to mine that heav'nly bofom ilrain ; 

I muft (though Nature in the confli6: dies) 
Ev'n to the dregs the charming poifoa drain 1 

Then will I fly from all I love away. 

As far as Ship can fail, or wild Defpair convey* 

July 7. I79». 



t6o SONNET XCH. 



Die j^ldeaeD Majeniahrc da Knabeoxeit Idien wieder aaf it 
der Sccle dcs EkndcD, &c. 



Xliow ftrongly now docs Childhood's vernal year 
DifFufe its golden light o*cr Misery's mind ! 

Once didft thou hope to fpend thy manhood here» 
The wonder, praife, and dading of mankind ! 

Here all thy childifh days to fee rcftor'd 
In dear Amelia's blooming babes again ;* 

By all thy grateful people here ador'd : — 
But why indulge I now fuch fancies vain h 

I mull return to Mis'ry's defart wild i. 

Farewell, paternal Domes of peace and joy 1. 
Ye once with pleafure lookM on Charles the ChUd,- 

And Charles the Child was fure a happy Boy ! 
Now have ye feen (but what a change was there ! ) 
The Map— the Slave of Guilt— the Viaim of Defpair ! 



SONNET XCni- i6i 



1 HERB 18 a time kt which the radeft Tale 
Has ahrays pow'r to charm the chSdifh ear» 

When all the force of Eloquence would fail. 
And Fancy's richeft phrafe abfurd appear. 

I well can recoiled^ how ftrange a tafte 
To me, in days of yore, my Father^s feem'd. 

Who ftni would Horace praife for did^ion chafte» 
And Ovid's wilder flights far lefs efteem'd* 

** How can you thus to all his charms be blindf 
** Whofe liyely page recalls the times of old ? 

" Or what amufement can you always find 
** With him who never yet one Story told ?*• 

In fuch rafli words (though ne*er by him reftrainM} 

A Father's tafte mature his critic Boy arraignM, 

L 



i6z SONNET XCIV. 



Oft has the Mufe cmployM her fwcetcft pow'rsy 
While fhe my Childhood's carelds days pourtray'd; 

Let her, for once^ recall my vahni hours. 

And mark the wild miftakes hy Fancy made : 

When from his guefts my Sire a Toaft would cafl, 
I looked in vain fome butter Toaft to fee ; 

And when in church each voice began to bawl, 
I thought they only fung their A B,C. 

Then Dog and Cat were but one fpecies dccm'd. 
For Man and Wife, by Nature's laws defigpi'd •; 

And then of nuptial joys I ftrangely dream'd. 
As if entirely to the Male confinM : 

For then I knew not, if it were not fo, 

Why Maids, when courted, ftill (h6uld anfwcr No. 



SONNET XCV. 163 

On loohtng inta the Indians In England^ a German Comedy*. 



yN iTH fuch fond feelings as a Glutton views 
(Not usM each day a Turtle-fcaft to fee) 

A difhy whofe ample fize all dread fubdues. 
Of charming CaUipa(h and CallipeCy 

Thou comic offspring of Germania^s Mufe, 
Sweet Volume ! thus I lick my lips at thee ; 

And from that part which Time could yet perufe. 
Can well conjedure what thy whole muft be. 

Well can I gucfs how rich a feaft, the whole 
Of Liddy's filial heart at large difylayM ; 

How rare a banquet Gurli's Indian foul 
Mud yield to me, fo fweetly here pourtray'd : 

Nor need I blufh to own this joy of mine» 

For this, and this alone, is Gluttony divine ! 

Et^mburgb^ July il. X79I. 
2 ■ ■ I 

• Thii piece of Kotiehue vmt afterwards tranflated by the Au- 
thor. 

L 2 



id4 SONNET XCVI. 

Imtuaedfrom Warttr^ Part I. Letter XIII. 

Ja, lieber WOhelin, meinem hcitzen (Iiid die Kinder am nkhlcB 
auf dcr erde, 5cc. 



Oh, ye to Nature*t deareft beauties Ubd, 
Whofe luckkft eyet can no attraAkm fee 

In thofe, by God Jiimfelf our rnk defign'df 
And by hit Son pronounc'd no kCi to be-^ f 

In thofe, whofe tongues by no reftraint ecmfin'dy 
Declare each thought In language fiank and ftfC l 

Whofe h'ttle hearts, by falfehood uncfin^dy 
Defcend indignant from a Stoic knee : 

For me, when Melancholy (hades my mind^ 
When Man and Woman too have ccas'd to ^ea&y 

In their fweety childii^ finileSy I ftiU can find 
A powerful balm to foothe the dire difietfc : 

To whom, and thofe hke theni, alone was giv^n^ 

By our dear, fuff *nng Lord, the promiliB of his Heav*n ! 

Jvty %i, 1791. 

t Sec Matthew, zviii. 3. 



SONNET XCVn. 165 



ibriLL in thefc ears my Mother's fhrieka refottiid» 

And ftill I {ite her looks of terror w3d» 
When the gay Snake» along the rufiet gnmndy 

So fudden leapt acrois her barefoot Child : 

But fhort indeed was Terror's painful ftoutid» 
And foon, reftorM to joy» the Mother fmil'df 

When (he her Son funrey*d^ and gladly found 

No hurt ittflided by the Adder mild. . '^^ 

Perhaps he knew that foot^ which thus he fpaPd, 
With Wilful wound would never hurt a fly,L 

And (did fuch mercy fuit with felf-rcgard) 
The vileft reptile could not d»om to die ; 

Content through life on milk and fruits to farCy 

If Fate would thus confent each breathing tribe tQ fpare. 

Ciff^d^ July %^. X79a. 



i66 SONNET XGVIlt 

Tranjlatiffrom Werter, Part I. Lett. XXX F. 

Einen gSlhen berg zu klettern ift dann melne freude, &c^ 



X o clamber fearleis up. fome mountain fteep^ 
Through fome imjyervious wood to fovee mj way^ 

Through manjr^ hedge of prickly thorn to fweep. 
Are the wild pleafures of my lonely day. 

Thus do I wander on till midnight deep ; 

Fatigue and thirft no longer then can ftray ;. 
Then to fome (hade with wounded foles I creep. 

On fome rude trunk my weary head to lay ; 

And there at lafl I fnatch a broken fleep, 
Beneath the fullnefs of the Lunar ray. 

And wake from (hort repofe again to weep, 
And wafte in wifhes vain the foul away. 

From all this ftormy ftrength of Misery's wave,. 

1 fee but one retreat, and that — ^the Grave 1 
7w^»8. 179a. 



SONNET XCIX. . 167 

From fVertetf Part IL Letter V^ 

Wenn lie mich siUien, meine Befte, io dem fchwaU von zer(beu- 
ung, ic. 

v/OULD LoTTA DOW hcr lucklcft.Frfcnd behold,. 

Loll in the throng of Int'reft's vulgar crew. 
At cVry ftep by narrow minds controul'd, 

Mov'd puppet-like» and mov'd by puppets too y > 

Condemned to tread this dry unfruitful Land, 
Not once refrefh'd with Feeling's precious dew ; 

Andy when I grafp my neighbour's, wooden hand. 
To fhrink with horror back-— and think on you I 

Were I once more but feated at your feet, 
And all our darling Babes around me roU'd \. 

Could I again fufpend their clamour fweet, 
While I to them fome fearful Story told ; 

Not all the wealth on India's golden fhore 

Should bribe me to for(ake fuch cordial pleafures more. 

>h ax- 179»- 

y 4 



,68 SONNET C. 

. From fVerterf Part L Later VlIL 

O meine Freuode, wtrmn dcr Strom des Ocniet fb feltcn 
auibricht, &c. 

A.H9 why (b fddom ^oct the ftxcam of Song 
Break forth, by Genius fwell'd beyond controuly 

So feldom pour its mighty waves along^ 
And whdm, with Rapture's flood, th' aftoaifiiM (bu 

Why, but for thifr»**that all along the ihore 
The pedant Sons of daffic Tafte Kfide, 

Who tremble when they hear the waters roar^ 
For all their pretty works on either fide ; 

Left aU that fweUs their feeble hearts with piide. 
Their ficentlefs, tiny beds of Tul^ gay, 

Their Roots fo rare, and fummer Dome» befide. 
Should by the torrent rude he fwept away \ 

Whofe force they ftrive inceffant to reftrain, 

By many a critic Dam, and many a fonnal Drain* 



SONNET CI. 169 

Tranflated/tam Tiumnafi WUhebmnif a German Pom, 
Canto IL 

to fieht ein bHihendes, onfchuldiges Mld»hen, &«• 



OiB with what bludiing grace yoo Uooming Maid 
Before th' tflembkd iclkx^ of Painters (Unds, 

CompeD^dy, by want, to leavt at large difplay'd 
Each fecret chamii when curious Art commandi* 

While with the Left of her pure tirgin hands 
She hides thofe ey eS| which dart refiftlefs pow'r, 

Jler trembling Right the laft thin Tcil difbands, 
And anxious thus (he waits the purchas*d hour. 

The firmed Youth» while he fuch beauties viewSf . 

Muft oft with &ult7 ftrokes his paper fill. 
While the calm B07, whom no defires confufei 

Can here alone furpafs his Mafter'a ikiil : 
His childilh hand obeys the pow'r of Art, 
Before LoveU mightier powV invades his peacefal heart* 

Aug. a. 179a. 



I7D SONNET CIL 

From Werter^ Part II. Lonw XZ/T. 

Wot Gott, icfa le^ mich lb oft sa bettc. fte 



God knows how oft I in my bed lie down. 
With anxious wiflies never more to rtfe ^ 

How ofty when MorningV rays the mountains 
I view the Sun again with hateful eyes. 

Could I the blame upon fome other throw ; 

Could 1} hke other wretches, peevifh be \ 
Could I the weather curfe, this weight of woe. 

But half its burden then would reft on me. 



Alas ! too well I feel that all the blame 
(If blame it be) on me alone depends ; 

From this poor heart that all the mis'ry came. 
That no external guilt its fault defends ; 

This Heart, fo late the fource of ev'ry joy,. 

Whence now thofe poifons flow, which all my peace 
ftroy. 

Aug. 4. 179a* 



SONNET cm.. ,7, 

From the fame LHter. 
Bin ich nicht uoch eben derfelbe, &c. 



xV.M I not fUU the famey whofe ardent eye 
Onqe found a Paradifie in ev'ry place ; 

Whofe hours were ting*d with Fceling*8 richefl; dye y 
Whofe ample Heait could all the world embrace if 

But now that Heart is dead : — from it no more^ , 
In liberal ftreams, the waves of rapture flow ; 

Dry are thofe eyes, which once with eafe ran o'et 
At each fictitious tale of pleafing woe. 

I fuffer much ; for I^ in one fad hour. 

Have loft what gave my life its only praife. 

That facred^ plaftic^ animating pow^r. 

By which I once could Worlds around me raife : 

My Senfesy cool'd no more by Feeling's rain. 

Now crowd together all, and load my burning brain. 



i7t SONNET CIV.* 

TVi Mul the fottr/oOowing SoMiits are att from Wi 
Part I. Letter XXXFIL 



Dm war cine Nacht, Wilhclniy non ikberfieh ich alles, I 



Oh what a Night ! and ne'er to £ee her more ! 

Could 1 to thee, my Friend, for refuge fly. 
Each bitter tear into thy bofom pour. 

And breathe upon thy neck each ftxMmy figh ! 

Here relUeft now I fit, and gafp for breath. 
And feek my heart's wild tumult to allay ; 

And wait, like him whom morning calls to death. 
The mom that calls me from the£e fields away. 

Alas ! (he fleeps in peace— -nor does (he dream 
That fhe will never more her Werter fee. 

Who ilemly ilems at laft wild Paffion's (beam. 
And ftrongly (bives and ftruggles to get free : 

Nor did he once his firm refolve betray. 

But heard each word diyine^ and tore himfdf away* 
Aug. S' 119^' 



SONNET CV. 473 

Nkmab geh ich im Mondenliehte SJpaztereo, ku 




PJ^e'er do I walk beneath the Lunar ray 
But my departed Friends to thought arife ; 

But Death) and all beyond, in dear difplay. 
Seem (till to Hand before my pcniive eyeSt 

It nwft be fo : — ^we there fhall live anew : 
But, WfiRTER, fhall we there each other find ? 

And there, with thofe we love, that lore renew ?— 
What fays to doubts like thefe thy adive mind ?-^ 

« LoTTA»" (in hafte my trembling tongue replied^ 
And grafpM her hand, while tears bedimM my view,) 

** Nor life, nor death, can love like ours divide^ 
" Both here and there (hall vre that love renew V* 

Ah, why fuch words, behoved (he then to iay» 

When heavy at my heart the parting angoiih lay ! 



174 SONNET CVI. 

O Albcrtt fiigte Gc, ich weit, do vergilit nldit die Abeode, &c. 



L/H ne'er wiU I forget, at dofe of day. 

How we, dear Albert, with my Mother fate. 

When bus'nefs oft my Father caQM away. 

And fleep had ftillM the Children's charming prate. 

Some pious Book then oft employed thy hand. 
But feldom did thine eye one page perufe ; 

For could not (he more ufeful words command 

Than many a Preacher's tongue has pow'r to ufef 

Was not each thought of that fuperior mind. 
That matchlefs Mother, and unequalled Wife, 

For ever adlive, cheerful, good and kind. 
Of more avail than all their rules of life ? 

God knows how oft to him with tears I pray'd. 

To be, in ev'ry point, like that dear Mother made. 

Aug, 6. i79». 



SONNET CVII. 175 

Wenn fie fie gekannt hltten, £agte fie, ftc 



JlTadst thou, dear Werteri but my Mother knowui 
And (he was worthy to be known by thcc ; 

Yet was (he fummon'd to the world unknown 
While her laft Babe fate (miling on her knee. 

Though ling'ring ficknefs did her frame deftroy. 
She, to the lail| was patient and refign'd ; 

Her Children all, but chief her youngeft Boy, 
Alone alarmM her fond, maternal mind. 

And fuch a Woman mull fo foon decay ! 

And with what eafc we fuffer, horn our view. 
That Cuftom*s pomp fhould all we love convey. 

Which none more keenly feel than Children do ! 
Our darling Babes complain'd for many a day. 
That thofc vile Men in black their Mother bore away. 



ij6 SONNET CVm. 

' Wie et gcgcn dat ende gieof, «id £• s« stir ^gCe, &r. 



\v HEN Bcar her cad my {aioted Mother drew. 
She fpoke— aod up her children ill were brought. 

Both thofc their heavy lofs that hardly kafWf 
And thofe whom grief had robb'd of fcnfe aad tinm^ 

As round the bed they ftood, fhc fanrent pray'df 
With lifted hands, and kifsM then each ni UitA : 

** Be thou their mother/' then the dear ooe frid ; 
This handy extended, was my fole return :— 

^ Much haft thou promised by that fiaipk fign» 
** A Mother's feeHng, and a Mother's eye 1 

'< Yet that thou know'ft how great a charge is thine* 
" From thefe, thy grateful tears, I well defcry : 

** This let thefe Babes, and let thy Father find* 

<« In thee a tender Wife's obedient, fiuthful mind !** 

jiug. X». 1 792, 



SONNET CIX. ij7 



Medio de fonte Icponim 
Sargit amari aliquid. LocttTItrt* 



V/H thou to whom fuch rural charms belongs 
GiFFORD, adieu ! — ^the parting thanks receive 

Of him thy peaceful bow'rs detained fo long, 
Who now prepares thofe fading bow'rs to leavC') 

Where, each returning mom, the pow'rs of Song, 
His fingers taught fome fragrant wreath to weare^ 

And focial merriment led fwift along 
The jocund hours of each retummg eve. 

And yet, fweet Village, I (hould thee deceive, 
Were I tp breathe my thanks in plaintive ftr«m» 

Or promife, at the thought, one figh to heave. 
That I to thee may ne'er return again : 

por Fate prepares no cup of human joy, 

Whofe tafte one bitter drop may not at once deftroy. 
Ci9. 8. 179a. 



,78 SONNET ex. 

Theocritus. 



JJear Orb, whofe progrcfs through the midnight fky> 
In filent pomp, fo fair a World difplaya ; 

How oft, alas ! thy throne, though pkc'd on hig^fa, 
Is Teil'd by envious clouds from mortal gaze ! 

Each dark eclipfc of thine, this penfive eye. 
With more than common fympathy, furveys ; 

And fcarce can I forbear to heave a figh 

At each malignant fhade that fhrouds thy rays. 

Like thee, fair Orb, this wayward foul of mine 

Now glides through Life's expanfe, ferene and clear, 

And, fill'd with ample ftore of light divine, 

Purfues, in Triumph's pace, her bright career : 

And now, enflav'd to Melancholy's fway. 

Thro' clouds of mental mift flow works her weary way. 
MaU'Coacbf Nov, i. 179a. 



SONNET CXI. 177 



Yes, Yorkshire, many a charming fpot is thine. 
Where fome fweet Cottage might be cheaply plac'clf 

Where Virtue ftill might find a humble fhrine. 
And Peace, her daughter, be a conftant gueil : . 

In which, perhaps, were but Louisa mine. 
And cv'ry want b^ mutual Love difplac'd. 

We might the World, with all its pomp, refign. 
And live alone to Nature and to Taile. 

Such were the thoughts of Difappointment's Child ; 

Of him whom Hope but flatters to betray ; 
Of him whom Fancy had fo oft beguil'd, 

As late he fought Augusta's turrets gay ; 
In hopes her brilliant fcenes (as once before) 
Might to their former ftrcngth his fhatter'd nerves rcAorc. 

Mail Coattf Hov. ». 1792. 

M » 



i«o SONNET CXn. 

Quantiim muutns ab illo ! Virgil. 



'Aw would Alciitdor then his Friend decaiDy 
Where he his focial part fo poorly play« ; 

His weak, degen'rate Friendy who ftrives in vam 
To keep the promife of his better days ? 

And fee*ft thou not, that now thy focial train 
The filent Wretch with alter'd eye furvey^. 

While each, with wonder movM, and juft difdain^ 
Revokes the accents of his former praife ? 

permit him then this once-lov'd fcene to fly. 
Where his fick foul no more can pleafure find. 

And hide in folitude, from ev'ry eye, 

The deep depreflion of his wayward mmd ; 

TiU Heav'n once more difpcll the mental gloom. 

Or fhroud his frailties all within the ^peaceful tomb* 

London, Det, Ip. xypz* 



SON- NET CXlir. ifr 



iiiv'N yet to mc thefe faded Violets dear 
Retain the fweetnefs of their firft perfume, 

When Sh^, whofe (miles alone can life endear,. 
BeftoW'd the gift in all its vernal bloom. 

And ftill, at times, to Memory's penfive ear, 

Thofe charming notes their former life refume, 
With which her voice (itfelf a heav'n to hear !) 

So richly fill'd the dear Elyfian Room.*- 

• 

Nay, more, — at times, before my penfive fight. 
Kind Memory's pow'r her lovely form difplaysi 

And throws around my fteps that radiant light. 
By Hope invok'd, to gild my future days. 

Thefe fairy Friends, thefe dear delufive Pow'i-s, 

The pangs of Abfence foothe, and cheer his languid 
hours. 

DJtftiny^ June a8. 1 793. 



781 SONNET CXIV. 



In vain, while abfcnt from her cheering fights 

Whofe graceful image fills my rapturM mind* 
From all that meets the ear, or flrikes the fight. 

This widow'd Heart amufement feeks to find- 
In vain—fince not a found 'Can give delight. 

Like her foft voice, to this enamourM mind ; 
Nor thefe fond eyes, but from the gentle light 

Of her fweet fmiles, can aught of pleafurc find. 

Not Nature, drefs'd in all her vernal hues, - 
Can now A^4th wonted pow'r my fancy pleafe. 

Nor focial mirth the tedious hours amufe. 

Nor Friendfhip's felf my troubled fpirit cafe ; 

While ev'ry thought the weight of abfence moumt, 

And fiill, tB^rti "darling Maid, to thee returns ! 



SONNET CXV. 183 



-How oft,. ALCINDOR9 has the Mufe declar'dy • 
Tha^ one fweet Month, to penifive Mem'ry dear, 

Whofe rich, triumphant joys, with thee were fharM, 
Would ftill the brighteft of our Lives appear i 

And yet, though penfive Mem'ry thus defpair'd. 
And fix'd that month our utmoft profped here. 

What are its charms (at Icaft to me) compar'd 
With the fweet triumphs of this glorious year ? 

For then, though Love illumM our youthful hours 
With fancied Pleafure^s rich, romantic ray, 

Yet muft the glories of his myrtle bow'rs 
Before that ftronger Paflion fade away. 

Which now with better influence rules the mind, 

Infpir'd by Reafon, and with Hope conjoined. 



184 .SONNET CXVr. 

'E*^m ymm^ l»im$n < i X<iy y , Sg fk vi^— 



XJa thooy who, hr from envy, ftrifc and carc^ 
Spend'ft in tbefc calm retreatf thy tuneful houn, 

Reftrain thy vagrant feet — and, oh* beware 
The fpeckled Snake that lurkf among the flow'rs. 

* A gloomy Demon haunts thefe verdant Bow'rs, 

Deforms with envious glance their profpeds fair^ 
O'er all their charms in grim defiance lours. 
And taints with venomM breath their wholefome air. 

Yet, though he works whatever wrong he dare^ 
Nor aught regards the hofpitabk Pow'rs, 

But, leaving many a wall to ruin bare. 
Without remorfc the poor man's bread devours ; 

I^et not the Mufe pronounce fo bafe a name. 

Or damn th' ignoble Wretch to everlafting fame, 
Dalmcny; June ap. 1793* 



SONNET CXVU. it; 

C^antntn mutatus ab illo ! Vi &gi l. 



Jt* ROM him whofe languid limbs were lately hid, '^ 
Ch^n'd to this cuftom'd couch with bolts df paioy 

To foothe the anguifh of whofe aching head^ . i 

No (lumber came» though oft invoked in vain ; 

From him, whofe fpirit, by Defpondence fway'd» 
Beheld, in ev'ry thought, but forms of Pain ; 

Whofe mental gloom increased the midnight fhade. 
Nor hop'd that Comfort^s Sun would rife again t 

How fweetly chang'd is he who here reclines, 
Who, at the clofe of each delightful day. 

To foft repofe his a^ve limbs refigns, 

And wakes refrefh'd, to hail the Morning ray ; 

Whom all the gayeft forms of Hope furround ; 

Whofe brows are now at laft with Lovers own myrtle 
crown'd 1 

Edinburgh, Juij l6. X793, 



186 SONNET CXVm, 

Onjml/hmg the Orlando Inmamoraio. 



X HIS half-burlefque and half-romantic Song, 
By Bern I's art to fecond youth renew'd. 

Which) but by ftarts perusM, appeared fo long*. 
By perfeverance is at laft fubdued. 

With mci for many a year, it went along. 

Where'er fweet Summer taught my ileps to rove ; 

Blairlogie's Hills, and Newton's Glens among. 
The Woods of Gifford, and Dalment's Grove: 

When mid thofe Hills I pafs'd the peaceful day. 
And rang'd thofe verdant Woods, devoid of care. 

Or when among thofe weU-known Glens I lay. 
The languid, lilllefs vidlim of Defpair 2 

And when of late 1 trac'd that pleafing Grove, 

The gayeft Vot'ry of fuccefsful Love. 
5^//. 30. 1793. 

•It conlifta ol ftitt^-ximtCwiXftv 



SONNET CXIX. 187 



Y ES| I can now behold, with carelcfs eye. 
Each mournful fymptom of the year's decay ; 

Nor do I heave one fympathetic figh, 

While I through Nature's defolation ftray."* " '^ 

To fee around the faded foliage fly, 

And tuneful birds forfake each leaflefs fpray ; 

To fee Xwcct Summer and his glories die, 

Now fills this altered heart with feelings gay •. 

Winter's approach I now with joy furvey. 
And Autumn (hrinking from his icy hand ; 
For he (fo whifpers Hope in accents bland) 

Will give more comfort than he takes away ; 
Will to my bow'rs a dearer Mufic bring, 
And round my dwelling fhcd a fairer Spring. 
oa. 15. 1793. 

• This Sonnet was intended as a contrail to the beginning of 
the Paradifc of Tafte, which was written in OAober 1787. 



.88 SONNET CXX. 



xVlas, for BRiTAiNy for my natnrc Land ! 

Amid fuch awful fjrmptomt of decay. 
But (horty I fear me, will thy glories dandy 

To fwift deftru6iion doomed a corelefs prey ! 

What better hope, when ev'n Religton't band. 
With lips profane, 'gainfk Sandity inveigh ! 

And crouching low, at Splendor*s leaft command. 
For mean regards, their facred truft betray ! 

What better hope, when Fa(hion*8 hghteft wand 
The fnakes of Confcience thus afleep can lay | 

And Faith's fair flowers, negle6ied on the ^Eind, 
Unbath'd with dew cdeilial, fade away ! 

While thofe, who for their growth fome seal (hould (how, 

Dare, ev'n with haUow'd hand, Corruption's tares to fow ! 

NrwhattUfAug, 5, 1 794. 



SONNET CXXI, ,89. 



My God, my Saviour, Mafler, Father, Friend I \ 
And more than all thefc tender names to me>. 

To this dark foul fome beams of comfort fend. 
And give thefe anxious eyes thy Grace to fee ! 

Pure are the thoughts which muft to thte afcend, 
And pure thofe hands that rife in pray'r to thee ; 

Before thy Throne the humbled Heart muft bendf 
£lfe vain each homage of the fuppiiant knee. 

Nought to thy ear (hould mortal tongue convey 

But deep regret for ev'ry error paft, 
And humble Hope, that thy celedial ray 

Will with perfedion clothe the Soul at laft : 
Though not below, yet in thofe glorious Lands, 
Where Mercy's altars blase, and Love's own temple 
ftands! 
^/. NtM/an J, Jyne 16. X795. 



I90 SONNET CXXEL 



X wiCE ten revolving years have paft away. 
Since FouTy conjoined by Nature's ncareft ties. 

Spent in one happy home their peaceful day. 
And clos'd beneath one roof their deeping eyes. 

SnatchM in Life's middle Stage by Fate away^ 
The Sire intomb'd in Abredonia lie&; 

Edina faw the Mother's flow decay. 
And gave her fpirit to its native fkies t 

The lucklefs Daughter, who, that blifsfiil time. 
In infant beauty fmil'd upon them all. 

Like fome fair bloiTom blafted in its prime, 
Within Augusta's walls was doomM to falL 

Of all the race, the Son remains alone. 

To mourn their fates, and mufe upon his own- 

Jatiuary 1 796. 



SONNET CXXIII. 191 



vJh thou, for more than three revolving years, 
Whom fcarce one night has fevered from my fide ; 

Whom cv'ry palling day but more endears, 
And far exalts the Spoufe above the Bride ! 

Balm of my life ! let us together join 
In fervent thanks to that almighty Sire, 

When late we trufted in his care divine. 
Who gracious granted all our fond defire. 

Light o'er our Cherubs pafsM the morbid Pow*r ♦, 
And fcarcely touchM their foreheads as he flew ; 

The needlefs terrors of one trembling hour 
Was all which ev'n thine anxious bofom knew. 

May all the Minifters of human fate 

Still from thefe darling Babes at equal diftance wait I 

Dcanfion, Marib 1 797. 

* Alluding to the Inoculation of two children* 



i9t SONNET cxxnr. 

Noo Tclio, Po, Van^ Amo, Adige e Tcbro. Pctkakcb. 



Ov Dee's green bnks I firft beheld the Ughw 
And pafs'd in blamelefs eafe the childiih hours $ 

Tnuifplanted thence to where the waves unite 
Of Forth and Ocean near Edima's to^'rs ; 

Bnt Friend/hip's frequent call my footfteps drew 
To mark the charms of Clyde's romantic ftream ( 

Tay have I feen ; and caught a tranfient view 
Of Tweed, when lilver'd by the lunar b^aun s 

Sefide imperial Thames, the wint'ry days 

Of four gay months were all in ]^eafure fpcnt ; 

The torch of Hymen firfl began to blaze 

Where Esk low-murm'ring through his valley went: 

And now, where Teith through foHage glides along. 

To foothe fair Mem'ry^s ear, I chant this fimple fbng« 

DeanJUftf June 1 797. 



SONNET CXXV. igj 

Tbc Laurel, meed of mighty Conquerors, 

And Poets fagc. Spenser. 



\Jne common wreath, the verdant Laurel crown. 
Has long been fixM, by Cuftom's blind decree. 

For thofe in fields of blood who reap renown, 

And thofe, fwect Mufe, that owe their fame to thee. 

Yet who, 'twixt thefe, can aught of likenefs fee ; 

*Twixt him wbofe praife the widow's clamours drowft. 
Who gives to flav'ry thofe that once were free. 

And ftrikes with Ruin's mace whole nations down ? 

'Twixt him what likenefs, and the peaceful Bard, 
Who fpends in tuneful toils his harmlefs life, 

Bellows on gentle deeds his chief regard. 
And hates each found of enmity and ftrife I 

Should not the crown, which warrior brows adorn, 

Be vicw'd, by X.caming'8 child, with juft, indignant fcom? 

Jf0t, 1797. 



194 SONNET CXXVI. 

Frtm the Prologue /« ^be Satirti •/ Pmrfnu. 

Ncc fonte labra preloi Caballino, &c. 



i N£*£R remember that thefe lipt of mine 
Allay 'd their thiril in the Pierian ftream % 
Nor on Parnassus did 1 ever dream. 

To rife a Poet full of rage divine. 

The Mufe's fountain I to thofe refign. 

Around whofe ftatues Ivy twines hi« train i 
With humbler aim my artlefs, ruftic vein, 

Prefents her off'rings at Apollo's fhrine* 

Urg'd by the Tutor of each arduous art. 
With human words who tips the Parrot's tongue ; 
And taught by whom, fome Bards have g^y fung 

With empty purfes, and a hungry heart* 
For ftill where fhines the glitt'ring hope of gain, 
£v*n Pyes and croaking Crows will ape the tuneful 
flrain. 



SONNET CXXVU. 195 

To a FrmJf who bad heen long tmfieJ hy an exaggerated 
account of my Fortune* 



xVnd could not then my Friend the reafons gaeb 
Which liberal fouls with iron links confine ? 

Could he fuppofci in Fortune's warm carefs 
Profufely bleft, that I would thus repine ? 

Did I that ample revenue pofTefs 

Which Fame has pleas'd fo ra(hly to affigti^ 
No dark forebodings fhould my days diftrefs^ 

No vulgar cares (hould haunt this breaft of mine. 

Hafte then, and of thy Friend the truth reveal j 
Of Fortune's gifts proclaim his flender (hare ; 

And let him, rcfcued by thy faithful zeal. 
No more the World's unjuft reproaches bear^. 

Nor that, which Prudence ought to be eileem'd. 

By blind, misjudging cycsi, be Parfimony dcem'd* 
jipril 1798. 



196 SONNET CXXVm. 

A Trmjlatum of Pfaim XXIII. 
Jct£ roi, la aheiir. 



v70D 18 my Shepherd — in his rich domaia 

No fpot of barrennefs or want is fccn ; 
He leads, witii careful hand^ his fleecy traia 

To quiet flreams, and paflures ever green. 

Ev'n when I walk along that gloomy Vale 

Where Death prefides, no fear (hall touch my mind ; 

While He is by, no danger can aflail, 

Or wound the heart on his fupport reclin'd. 

13y Him with plenty is my table fpread, 
Ev'n in the prefence of my envious foes ; 

The oil of gladnefs (hines upon my head. 

And with unmingled wine my ^up o'erflows. 

His goodnefs here (hall all my footfteps guide^ 

And with himfelf at laft, receive me to rcfide. 

FJinhttrghy 08, 1 798. 



SONNET CXXIX. 1^7 

Je fis dc fes fermons mes plus chcrcs delices. Boileau. 



Xlow frail, alas, the ftate of all below ! 

How wide extends Corruption's baneful fway ! 
Of mortal excellence the growth how flow I 

And yet how furc, how rapid its decay ! 

Does not a Tree in God's own garden grow, 

Whofe charms thefe eyes unwearied could furvey f 

And from whofe leaves the fragrant gales that blow, 
Alone can healing to my foul convey ? 

Yet in this Tree, fo frefh in outward (how, 
Corruption dwells beyond what Nature gives j 

The vitjd fap within has ceas'd to flow, 
And the fair Cedar but by fuff'rance lives : 

Ev'n now perhaps impends the fatal blow, 

That llrikes th' unhealthy root, and lays its honours low, 

Edinburgh f Dec. 1 798. 
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I9S SDNNET CXXX. 



INTERN Pow'r of Horrory wihok fiinercal cry. 
And feature grim, no tale of pieafure tdls ; 

What ftrange delight can er'n thy fcencs fupply, 
Pourtray'd by thofe in whom thy fpirit dwdls? 

'6ttch Dante was, who paints the famifliM Sire, 
Gnawing yvith favage guft the hoftile flcull * ; 

And Shakspeare fuch, whofe Hags, with many a dice 
And loath'd ingredient, make their Caldron fiill -J-t 

Such too is ScHiLLERy whofe unfiUal Moor. 

His Father keeps from light and life exil'd J ; 
And He whofe hand unlocks that den obfcure^ 

Where wretched Agnes clafps her putrid child J. 
On thee, ftem Pow'r, the Mufe (hould feldom call. 
And ihort to her retreats {hould be thy vifits all. 
Dec. 1798. 

* Inferno, Canto XXXII. % Robbers, AA IV. Sc. i^ 

t JMacbcth, Ad IV. Sc. «i. ^ l-wW ^^V^ V^U Ui. 



SONNET CXXXL 19, 



xxround a Father's neck, with tender twioe^ 
Her flcnder arms the young Eliza throws. 

And, free from thought, contrads Night's heavy line 
To one ftiort hour of undiftutb'd repofe. 

'rtirice happy Child ! thy bofom little knows 
How much that Father's breaO: conceals of care; 

How oft, in penfive mood, his fancy goes 
In queft of Hope, and only meets Defpair. 

To thee, fweet Child, the Self-tormentor fears. 
And to thy Sifters, what may yet befall, 

(More helplefs ftill) in days of other yearSf 
When Time (hall have coofum'd that pittance (mall. 

Which once he vainly thought would ae'cr decayt 

But life widi comfort qhceri and gild its lateft day. 

5^.1799. 

«4 



Why did I leave the calm, fequcfter'd fcene. 

Where, in fwcet commerce with the powers of Son] 

The ftream of life, unruffled and ferene» 
In one, unvaried tenor, flow'd along ? 

There bounteous Nature fpread her carpet grecp 
Beneath each motion of my feeble feet ; 

Nor were they doomM, each friendly roof between. 
To pace a weary length of painful ftreet. 

When Fate permitted ftill, at Spring's return. 
In quefl of rural blifs at large to roam. 



SONNET CXXXIII. 201 

On the Death of Dr. Jofeph Warton, 



xVnd art thou, venerable Warton, gone, 
Whofe charming volumes I fo oft explore ; 

To whom each claflic field was largely known. 
And whom both Tafte and Genius muft deplore ? * 

For Genius recolleAs that Lyric fong. 
Where Fancy was arrayed in richeft hues. 

And callM to fire, with emulation flrong. 
Some new exertion of our Epic Mufe * : 

And Tafte remembers well the Judge of Pope, 
Who fill'd his critic page with varied lore, 

And fuch attra£lion mix^d, as none could hope 
Again to fee — as none had feen before f . 

For all the pleafure thou haft giv'n my days. 

This fimple tribute now thy grateful Pupil pays. 

March 1800. 

* See his Ode to Fancy, in Dodfley's CoUe&ion, Vol. III. 
f Eflay on the Genius ind VrrUin^ ol'^o^ ^ 



tot SONNET CXXXIV. 



f AT HER of IjOyc ! to whom fo oft before. 

For good rccciv'd, thefe lips have nds'd the fong, 

And whom with louder voice I now adore—- 
T^o thee the pow'rs of Healing all belpng. 

What pow'r but thine could thus at once reftore 
Their wonted vigour to thofe feeble knees. 

Which late with ftagg'ring pace their burden bore. 
Which now are ftrung anew to move wit^ cafe ? 

No fecond caufes here arife between. 

To dim the bright uefs of thy Mercy's ray ; 
Direct from thee the wond'rous change is feen *, 

Thy humble Creature bends, his thanks to pay ; 
To thy great hand alone refers the whole. 
And feels unbounded love inf)ame his grateful foul ! 

Dee. i8co. 
^ ■ ^ ^ 

• The change here alluded to ww ouIy temporary. 



SONNET CXXXV. 203 

On parting with afmall Copy of the Lufiad. 



Jr AREWBLL» thou LusiAN Tome, of pigmy iize» 
Which yet contains great Cam dens' Epic fongi 

By youthful fancy deem'd fo rich a prize, 
And borne fo oft to rural haunts along ! 

JFive children of the fame poetic Sire 

Witli me remain, thine abfence to fupply, 

Join with his Epic trump his tender Lyre, 
And pleafe with better gaib the ftanders by. 

And yet, thou darling Tome, without a figh 
Of deep regret, I cannot part from thee ; 

In thee, while Meni'ry, with reverted eye, 
Such dear memorials of my youth can fee ! 

Thy Brethren here can all thy words Y«peat, 

•But ah! without the tones that made thofe words f» 
fwcet ! 

May%%. i8cj. 



GLOSSARY TO THE SCOTTISH SONNET 

Page 103. 



Atween^ between 

Aiuay away 

Dochter^ daughter 

Dourij down 

Dotvicf dull, melancholy, 
chcerlcfs 

Fa\ fall 

Feckiffs, puny, weak 

Fricky fright 

Ganf, gone 

Gary make, caufe 

Gattff got 

Ghaj/i, ghoft 
9Blom'tngy twilight 

Grancy groan 

iy.1% hall 

Haey have 

Hatrty heart 

//«>, here 
,jyir, her 

Z*an^, alone 

Langy long 
> Leefu^ lane, quite alone 



Zy/^, life 
Matr, more 
Mangy among 
Munifu*, mournful 
Nae, no, or not 
Needna^ needed not 
Owre, over 
Sae, fo 
<S(f^o, (he 
5/r, fuch 
Stude, ftood 
Sumthingf fomething 
Ta'^en, taken 
Theftreen, laft night 
Thocht, thought 
7w/i, took 
^oyr^, voice 
tVa\ waU 
/f^% with 
IVyfcy wife 
Zofi, you 
Zofir, your 
Zung, young. 
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